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THE 

CHURCH-MAN'S  ALPHABET. 

(Found,  a  short  time  back,  on  the  flags  near  a  "  Palace"  in 
Stephen's- Green,  Dublin.) 


A  was  an  Archbishop,  rich  as  a  Jew  ; 
B  a  great  Bishop,  an,  Israelite  too  ; 


NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

A  "  We  dinna  keu  wba"  Tommy  means  (for  we  suppose  it  was  he 
indited  the  Alphabet,)  by  the  text.  To  say  that  an  Archbishop  is  as  rich 
as  a  Jew  is  giving  but  an  indefinite  idea  of  the  wealth  of  a  Holy  Head 
of  a  SEE  in  IRELAND.  Rothschild  is  a  Jew,  but  he  is  not  an  Archbishop  ; 
however,  it  would  be  absurd  to  quarrel  with  Tommy,  for  saying  an 
Archbishop  is  as  rich  as  Rothschild.  Keeping  close  to  alphabetical  or- 
der, we  may  suppose  "  Archbishop  of  Armagh"  is  meant.  Let  us  see 
would  that  supposition  prove  the  text :  in  1779  this  Archbishoprick  was 
estimated  at  £8000  per  annum  ;  in  1812  at  £12,000;  in  1827  at  £15,000; 
in  1830  at  £18,000.  The  fines  upon  renewal  of  leases,  the  value  of 
Glebe  lands,  and  all  the  other  trimmings,  would  probably  raise  these 
estimates  to  double  the  sums.  This  is  only  the  personal  income  of  the 
Chief  Apostle— the  poor  SERVANT  of  a  meek  and  lowly  MASTER  who 
'*  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head" — whose  subsistence  was  often  ears  of 
wheat,  and  whose  KINGDOM  was  not  of  THIS  WORLD  !  Verily,  an  Arch- 
bishop's ways  are  not  CHRIST'S  ways — his  Lordship's  Heaven  is  not  HIS 
Heaven  !  The  gross  income  of  the  See  in  1827,  was  £80,000  per  annum  j 
now  it  is  estimated  at  £100,000 ;  but  taking  all  the  trimmings,  we  may 
safely  say  it  is  worth  £200,000.  Certainly  the  Heaven  of  such  a  SEE 
must  be  upon  EARTH  j  and  Ireland  must  be  the  PARADISE  OK  HOLY 
MEN! 

B  Probably  Bisset,  Bishop  of  Raphoe,  was  meant.  The  net  income 
of  this  Bishoprick,  in  1779,  was  but  £2600;  in  1812  it  had  jumped  up  to 
£8000 ;  and  in  1827  to  £10,000 ;  now,  it  may  fairly  be  rated  at  £12,000, 


THE  CHURCH»MAN'S  ALPHABET. 

C  a  cognomen — disgrace  to  the  earth  ! 
_D  he  of  Derry,  "  wha  has  a  bra  birth :" 
E  an  Evangelist,  teacher  of  ten ; 
JF  was  a  fisher  of  unions,  not  MEN  ; 


NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

with  the  "  good  things,"  say,  £20,000.  How  hard  it  must  be  for  a  novi- 
ciate Divine,  when  hard  pressed,  intreated,  beseeched,  almost  cudgelled 
to  become  a  Bishop,  to  avert  his  head  and  put  up  his  hands  against  the 
Milre,  exclaiming  "  nolo  Episcopari !" 

C  Can  it  be  P yJ n  who  is  alluded  to?  C  stands  for 

Clogher,  certainly  j  but  that  ex-Divine  is  never  now  named  to  "  ears 
polite."  During  the  long  period  he  enjoyed  his  nine  or  ten  thousand  a 
year,  it  must  be  marvellous  what  became  of  the  souls  of  those  sheep 
who  died  in  the  diocese  over  which  he  was  the  Divine  Shepheid ! 

D  "  He  of  Derry !"  By  Jove,  a  "  bra  birth"  he  has  of  it,  sure 
enough !  The  net  income  of  Derry  in  17T9  was  £7000  j  in  1812,  £12,500 ; 
in  1827,  £15,000;  now  His  £20,000  :  adding  the  "  good  things,"  £30,000 
would  be  a  moderate  computation.  Oh!  what  a  Paradise  for  Divines 
this  Emerald  Isle  is !  The  Fountain  of  Truth  says,  "  It  is  easier  for  a 
Camel  to  pass  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a  rich  man  to  enter 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven."  'Pshaw!  nonsense!  "  Man"  in  the  Scripture 
text  does  not  mean  "  Bishop,"  the  latter  being  of  a  celestial  nature — at 
least,  in  the  Lexicon  of  Divines  such  words  have  meanings  which  people 
of  common  sense  cannot  attach  to  them ;  "  rich"  in  the  text,  would  be 
interpreted  "  poor"  in  the  Church  of  England  Dictionary,  and  vice  versa, 

E  It  cannot  lie  poor  Elphin,  although  he  is  an  Evangelist,  that  is  here 
alluded  to,  for  he  has  a  mightier  flock  than  ten  to  be  fleeced.  This 
Evangelical  has  but  a  shabby  income  of  £10,000  a-year;  or,  with  the 
"  good  things,"  at  best,  but  £18,01*0.  We  think  the  line,  more  proba- 
bly, alludes  to  a  certain  Rector  in  the  interior  "who  belongs  to  the  No- 
bility," and  who  has  £1500  a-year  under  the  Composition  Act  to  keep  his 
aristocratic  unose  warm,"  although  his  congregation  was  never  known 
to  exceed  ten  persons  !  The  parish  contains  1500  inhabitants,  who  thus, 
by  a  kind  of  joint-stock  purse,  contribute  for  the  "  cure"  of  these  ten 
Church-goers,  at  the  rate  of  £100  annually,  per  soul!  Verily,  it  is  an 
expensive  "  Cure  of  souls !" 

F  The  Mountcashel  Controversy  exposed  strange  doings  about  unions 
of  parishes.  This  Controversy  is  public  property.  "  Mountcashel  to 
Ferns" — "Ferns  to  Mountcashel" — made  the  welkin  ring;  albeit, 
though  the  Earl  fished  the  Bishop  well,  the  unions  remained  mysterious 
things.  The  subjoined  Plate  will  show  how  successfully  an  apostolical 
Fisherman,  a  second  St.  Peter,  can  cast  his  flies  when  a  son  or  step-son 
is  to  have  the  benefit  of  the  lauding  net.  What  a  sorry  thing  it  is  to  have 
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THE  CHURCH-MAN'S  ALPHABET.  5 

G  for  old  Glendaloch's  Churches  will  stand ; 
H  for  the  History  of  the  Poor's  third  and  land  : 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

a  "  Champion  of  THE  Church"  languishing  upon  a  hungry  income  of  nine 
or  ten  thousand  a-year,  or  to  say  the  most,  £18,000  ("good  things"  in- 
ciuded).  Think,  Sir — think  of  the  Apostles!  Did  not  CHRIST  say  to  his 
shepherds,  "  It  is  enough  for  the  disciple  that  he  be  as  his  master,  and 
the  servant  as  his  lord  ?"  Pshaw!  The  Apostles  had  not  dashing  sons, 
waltzing  daughters,  tithe-greedy  sons-in-law,  nor  fox-hunting  grandsons 
to  provide  for,  or  to  elevate  into  "THE  EXCLUSIVE"  circles.  "  But,  Sir, 
their  care  was  not  about  money-  bags,  or  the  things  you  mention."  Non- 
sense! What  did  such  dolts  know  about  "life?"  What  want  had  they 
for  cash  when  they  had  only  to  do  their  master's  bidding  and  follow  his 
example  of  meekness,  poverty  and  humility,'  whereas  the  Apostles  of 
THE  Church  now,  having  the  State  for  their  master,  do  but  the  same  thing, 
that  is,  follow  its  example,  live  in  luxury,  handle  money  like  chaff,  and 
make  the  people  "  pay  the  piper,  let  who  will  dance." 

G  Glendaloch's  seven  Churches  added  to  Dublin,  St.  Patrick's,  Christ 
Church,  &c.  are  in  very  good  company.  This  diocese  has  53  Prebends, 
658  Churches,  421  Diocesans,  86  Crown  and  89  Lay  Impropriations  :  the 
gross  income  in  1770  was  £11,800;  in  1812,  £23,000;  in  1827,  £36,600; 
now  it  is  £40,000.  "  Good  things"  included,  the  total  income  could  not 
be  less  than  £70,000  per  annum  just  now.  The  personal  income  of  this 
Archbishoprick  is  £14,000,  or,  «  good  things"  included,  £25,000  at  the 
least.  Who  would  not  wish  to  be  an  Archbishop—  to  be  equal  in  finances 
to  a  Prince  of  the  Royal  blood? 

H  "  History  of  the  poor's  third  and  land."  In  1820  the  net  income  of 
the  Irish  Established  Church  was  estimated  at  £1,232,000  per  annum  ; 
but  the  gross  value,  including  Renewal  fines,  Glebe  lands,  and  all  the 
other  trimmings,  could  not  be  rated  one  penny  under  £3,000,000.  It  is 
notorious,  in  fact  it  is  an  historical  truth  not  to  be  shaken,  that  one-fourth 
of  this  belonged  of  right  to  the  POOR;  We  are  prepared  to  prove  that 
more,  namely,  one-third,  was  the  POOR'S  just  proportion.  Now  the  num- 
ber of  parishes  in  Ireland  maybe  about  2500;  and  the  misapplied  pro- 
perty of  the  poor  being  £1,000,000,  it  is  clear  that  were  their  share  re- 
stored to  them,  it  would  yield  to  each  parish  an  annual  income  of  £400, 
which  would,  on  the  average,  keep  the  infirm,  the  destitute  and  aged,  from 
utter  desolation  :  but  alas  !  we  fear  H  in  the  "  Church  -man's  Alpha- 
let"  stands  for  //old-fast,  and,  7/ave-all!  We  do  not  say  that  it  would 
be  the  best  way  of  disposing  of  Church  property  to  give  the  poor  back 
their  share  of  it — that  would  be  only  relieving  the  owners  of  Estates 
in  fee,  &c.  of  a  burden  which  they  must  be  saddled  with  very  soon,  al- 
most exclusively  :  Church  property  should  be  sold  for  the  benefit  of  the 
nation. 
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/  for  INCUMBENT — Incumbmnce  were  better — 
K  for  four  Bishopricks  is  the  first  letter  : 
L  a  fat  LIVING,  two  thousand  a  year; 
M  a  MAD  PREACHER,  an  orthodox  Seer ; 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

/  We  have  given  a  very  pretty  Plate,  illustrating  the  delectable 
anomaly  of  the  propriety  of  calling  an  Incumbent  an  Incumbrance  ;  the 
chief  supporters,  very  appropriately,  are  Irish  peasants,  and  the  flying 
artillery  upholds  the  oppressor  also  j  for,  the  Incubus  of  Ireland  is  one 
of  those  who,  as  HUDIBRAS  hath  it, 

build  their  faith  upon 

The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun  ; 

Decide  all  controversies  by 

Infallible  artillery ; 

And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox 

By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks. 

A'  stands  for  four  Bishopricks,  namely,  KILDARE,  KILLALA,  KIL- 
LALOE, and  KILMOHE.  By  the  latest  estimate  made,  we  find  the  re- 
spective incomes  of  these  Bishopricks  to  be  as  follow  :-  Kildarc  £8,000, 
Killala  £4,000,  Killaloe  £7,000,  Kilmore  £7,000;  up  to  this  moment, 
£1,000  each,  at  the  very  least,  might  be  added,  Killaloe  has  109  Bene- 
fices, many  of  them  worth  from  £1300  to  £1500  per  annum  ;  yet,  its 
personal  income  is  rated  at  only  4  or  £5,000.  It  is  perfectly  astonishing 
that  the  common  sense  of  mankind  shouM  lie  dormant  when  such  a 
glaring  discrepancy  exists  between  the  doctrine  and  practice  of  the 
heads  of  the  Established  Church.  They  will  actually,  with  the  most 
unblushing  hypocrisy,  read  you  from  the  Pulpit  the  words  of  CHRIST, 
"  No  man  can  serve  two  masters:  for  either  he  will  hate  the  one,  and 
love  the  other  j  or  else  he  will  hold  to  the  one,  and  despise  the  other. 
Ye  cannot  serve  God  and  Mammon."  Yet  the  very  wealth  they  wal- 
low in  themselves,  proves  which  it  is  they  serve,  "  God,  or  Mammon." 

L  "  A  Living  of  £500,"  says  Mr.  Wakefield,  "  is  but  a  middling 
one  in  Ireland,  and  any  thing  beneath  it  is  considered  very  low,  in- 
deed." There  are  so  many  Livings  of  £2000  a  year  in  the  Emerald 
Isle  that  it  is  hard  to  say  which  in  particular  Tommy  had  his  eye 
upon  when  he  was  "inditing  of  this  matter."  The  Meditations  of  Di- 
vines upon  Deaths  must  be  very  irksome  where  they  have  so  much  temp- 
tation to  bestow  thenTupon  Livings  with  much  greater  profit. 

M  "  a  mad  Preacher."  There  is  a  crazy  Knight-errant  of  Ortho- 
dox second-sight,  perambulating  the  world  with  a  Captain  Gordon,  of 
whose  mad  fame  perhaps  Tommy  is  jealous,  but  this  Knight  of  the 
Strong  ^7r»i  "  hath  method  in  his  madness."  In  the  very  ravings  of  his 
mind's  inanity,  and  sublimity  of  his  incomprehensiblcness,  he  peers  into 
the  seven  heavens  of  St.  Paul  and  says,  "  that  Second  Reformation 
coming  with  a  flood  of  light  like  the  lava  of  the  Eternal  throne  to 


2V  a  Non-entity,  silly  and  old ; 

O  is  an  OMNIBUS  OWL,  a  sad  scold; 

P  a  keen  Parson,  who  gathers  tithe  doles. 

Quite  careful  to  cure  more  of  tenths  than  of  SOULS  : 


NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

smother  in  a  shower  of  ashes  the  cities,  and  nations,  and  tongues,  and 
people,  who  may  resist  the  saving:  inspirations  of  Grace  which  the 

spirit  uttereth" through  himself  and  the  Captain!  There  are  a  great 

many  mad  persons  besides  this  Strong  boneian.  There  is  one,  a  Ba- 
ronet, that  everyone  knows  is  "aiquil  to  a  march  hare."  Another  is 
so  rabid  and  vicious  in  his  venemous  sputter  and  spleen  against  the  "  de- 
luded multitude,"  that  his  parishioners  keep  at  a  civil  distance,  and  like 
three-fourths  of  the  Country  Church  "  Labourers  in  the  vineyard,"  he 
has  no  souls  but  these  of  his  own  family  and  the  clerk  to  save  for  the 
next  world,  by  making  them  unhappy  and  miserable  in  this.  It  would 
be  too  voluminous  to  mention  all  the  cracked  Parsons  who  are  spiritual 
guides  in  Ireland,  "  upon  a  consideration." 

N  There  was  a  doting  old  Rector  in  a  midland  county,  who,  in  his 
ninetieth  year,  used  to  hold  strange  colloquies  with  his  parishioners. 
"Sir,"  said  a  Grazier  to  him  one  day  at  vestry,  "  you  ought  to  enter 
into  the  composition  with  us."  "  Aye,  indeed,  aye,  indeed,  honey," 
replied  his  Reverence,  <(l  am  but  old  and  silly,  with  one  leg  in  the 
grave  already,  and  for  the  time  I  have  to  stay  with  you,  you  ought  to 
treat  me  decently  and  double  my  income,"  (already  £800.)  "  True,  Sir," 
answered  the  Grazier,  "  true,  you  have  one  leg  in  the  grave,  and  must  be 
going  so  soon  wbolus  bolus,  that  you  ought  to  be  thinking  of  nothing 
else  but  the  next  world  ;  but,  to  have  our  blessings  with  you,  it  would  be 
only  necessary  for  you  to  compound  with  us  for  twenty-one  years  at 
half  your  income,  so  as  to  leave  your  successor  as  light  a  burden  upon 
us  as  possible."  "  What,  you  ruffian,"  roared  the  Divine,  making  a  blow 
of  his  walking  cane  at  the  Grazier,  "  rob  me  of  my  last  hold  !  Indeed, 
and  by  G I  Wont!"  The  ruling  passion  was  strong  almost  in  death. 

O  There  are  so  many  OMNIBUS  (the  word  has  grown  into  repute  in 
Dublin  of  late)  PARSONS  in  Ireland,  where  there  is  only  one  OMNIBUS 
Gentleman  according  to  law,  that  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  point  out 
the  particular  working  OWL  alluded  to  in  the  text.  Almost  every  one  in 
Dublin  will  recognise  the  "Omnibus  Owl"  that  works  on  the  Sabbath 
for  Reverend  Gentlemen,  at  the  rate  of  half-a-guinea  a  scold,  when  they 
go  out  on  parties  of  pleasure  on  Sundays,  and  leave  their  flocks  in  care 
of  screech-owls. 

P  and  Q  A  country  gentleman  at  a  late^  public  meeting  in  Dublin, 
pledged  himself  to  the  veracity,  which  indeed  no  one  could  doubt,  of  a 
statement  that  he  made  to  the  following  effect':—"  A  poor  widow  was 
suffered,  after  her  husband's  death,  to  hold  her  cottage  and  acre  of 
ground,  if  she  could  manage  to  pay  her  way,  and  with  the  help  of  her 
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R  is  a  Rector  with  Prebend  and  Stall ; 
S  a  snug  Glebe-House  called  "  Simony  Hall 
T  a  tough  teacher  of  tabernacle  lore  ; 
U  is  an  ULTRA  whose  GOD-HEAD  is  four : 


NOTES    BY    THE    EDITORS. 

neighbours  she  was  getting  on  pretty  well.  She  contrived  to  keep  her 
cow,  her  bony  ten,  and  her  "  handful  of  fowl"  safe  and  sound,  until 
the  tithe  proctor  got  a  hitch  at  her.  The  parish  was  under  the  Compo- 
sition, and  her  half-yearly  payment  was  seven  shillings  ;  upon  the 
particular  occasion  alluded  to,  she  had  only  six  shillings  ready,  but  the 
Parson  refused  it,  and  insisted  upon  her  settling  with  the  "  Receiver" 
or  Proctor ;  the  Proctor  would  not  take  the  money,  and  she  went  to 
the  next  village  to  borrow  the  remaining  shilling: — the  "  Receiver"  was 
entitled  to  fees  upon  all  seizures,  &c. ;  and  before  her  return  he  had 
her  cow  seized  and  safely  lodged  in  the  pound,  the  fees  of  which 
were  in  co-partnership  between  himself  and  the  Clerk  of  the  Church. 
The  widow's  little  boy  tried  to  turn  back  the  cow;  for,  the  affections  of 
the  "  chilthrin"  were  very  great  for  the"collien  dhassj"  this  offence 
was  easily  managed — the  Parson  was  a  magistrate,  and  he  instantly 
granted  a  warrant  against  the  child  for  the  assault ;  by  some  chance 
or  other,  a  twin  brother  was  arrested  on  it,  in  mistake,  and  after  a  little 
less  than  a  week's  confinement  the  innocent  child  was  released ;  but 
the  cow  had  to  remain  in  pound  for  a  few  days,  till  the  "  slip  iv  a  pig" 
was  sold  at  the  fair  for  thirty  shillings,  to  release  all!" 

R  It  is  not  enough  for  a  Rector  to  have  £800  or  a  thousand  a  year, 
but  lest  the  Curate,  who  has  but  £75  and  does  all  the  duty,  might  get 
too  fat  to  ride  the  parish  upon  the  embassy  of  curing  souls,  by  the  addition 
of  a  Prebend's  hundred  a  year,  or  the  thirty  pounds  attached  to  a  Stall, 
his  Reverence  takes  the  temptation  to  himself  and  makes  the  fag 
practice  the  ancient  apostolical  forbearance  that  leadeth  to  attenuation ! 

S  We  beg  to  refer  our  readers  to  the  dialogue,  or  rather  dramatic 
scene,  in  page  ,  where  "  Simony  Hall"  is  puffed  off  with  all  the  tor- 
tuous writhings  of  language  that  "  choice  scraps"  from  the  man  "wot 
does  the  leaders  for  Robins"  could  furnish. 

T  The  alliteration  which  our  friend  Tommy  has  attempted  so  admi- 
rably in  this  sublime  passage,  can  not  fail  of  attracting  universal  admi- 
ration. We  have  known  many  a  tough  divine  at  a  sermon,  many  a 
teacher  of  things  he  did  not  practice,  and  many  a  tabernacle  winner, 
under  a  parson's  cloak  j  but  the  idea  of  a  sturdy,  rough  churchman, 
searching  out  the  lore  of  puritan  aspirations,  to  prolong  the  respect  of 
the  world  for  lucrative  sanctity,  is  new,  and  belongs  to  the  days  of  dotage 
into  which  the  Church  by  law  established,  is  fast  falling.  Nothing 
escapes  Tommy. 

U  Tommy  evidently  intends  a  stab  at  some  unheard-of  Ultra  Bishop, 
who  adores  the  Secular  Crown  full  as  much  as  he  does  the  Heavenly  one  $ 
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W  was  a  wrangler,  a  "  worshipful"  wight ; 
X  an  x-ample  of  Xenophon's  might  ! 
y  a  YOUTH;  tradesman-like,  'prentice  to  Grace — 
Z  zeal — for  tithes'  not  "  THE  CALL/'  in  his  face ! 
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er  he  means  probably,  in  addition  to  the  clear  and  intelligible  expo- 
sition of  St.  Athenasius  of  the  three  persons,  a  new  one  showing  a 
fourth,  of  modern  times,  adored  and  worshipped  by  the  holy  men  of  the 
Established  Hierarchy,  namely,  the  Mitre!  "An  by  the  piper  that 
played  afore  Moses,"  as  Paddy  says,  "  ids  small  blame  to  their  honors 
an  glory,  for  that  same!" 

W  It  "is  well  known  that  your  Senior  Wrangler  has  a  good  chance 
of  getting  a  Benefice,  and  no  wonder,  for  nothing  could  serve  to 
keep  delusion  alive,  that  is,  the  delusion  of  Ascendancy,  better  than 
dictatorial  disputation,  particularly  if  the  Orthodox  Solon  should  be 
also  an  Orthodox  Magistrate.  "  Plaise  your  Reverence's  Worship," 
is  a  general  salutation  from  Paddy  to  his  Incumbent  (or  rather  Incuui- 
brance,  as  in  the  text,  line  I ;)  but  this  couplet  is  chiefly  remarkable  for 
Tommy's  happy  talent  for  alliteration. 

X  One  of  Xenophon's  greatest  glories  was  his  success  in  leading  his 
ten  thousand  through  extraordinary  difficulties :  it  is  quite  certain  that 
the  High  Priest  of  the  "  Church  by  law  established"  will  be  a  greater 
general,  if  he  can  bring  his  devouring  legions  of  Bishops,  Parsons, 
Priests  and  Deacons  through  the  tide  and  quick-sands  of  public  opi- 
nion, just  now  setting  so  hard  upon  them.  All  men  and  no  officers,  is 
a  very  bad  sort  of  organization  \  but  all  officers  and  no  men,  is  one 
infinitely  worse. 

F  We  once  had  a  conversation  with  a  very  worthy  sort  of  Divine, 
who  was  very  much  prone  to  the  simple  way  of  taking  every  thing  as 
he  found  it,  and  giving  God  thanks  by  the  Rule  and  Compass  of  the 
"  Common  Prayer  Book."  His  Reverence  had  an  only  son  who  was 
a  bit  of  a  scamp,  and  between  pelting  stones  at  the  cabin  curs,  taking 
a  long  shot  at  the  widows'  hens,  and  tickling  the  pretty  girls  at 
high- gates,  he  was  thought  so  hopeful  a  youth,  that  his  neighbours 
considered  he  showed  a  great  janius  for  holy  orders,  and  hoped  be- 
fore their  death  to  see  him  a  Bishop.  "  Pray  Mr. ,"  said  we,  very 

gravely,  "  what  profession  do  you  design  for  your  son  ?"  "  The  Church, 
•Sirs,  the  Church ;  I  have  some  interest  in  that  quarter."  "  But,  Sir,  are 
you  sure  the  lad  has  a  predilection  for  the  Church?"  "Sirs,  I  am 
damned  sure  that  he's  not  such  an  Ass  as  not  to  have  a  predilection, 
as  you  choose  to  call  it,  for  a  snug  glebe,  a  good  income,  little  to  do, 
and  good  living."  ««  Oh,  pardon  us,  Sir,  we  do  not  for  an  instant  doubt 
all  that— but — but — in  short,  Sir,  is  it  consistent  with  Scripture  or  reason 
that  he  should  become  a  teacher  of  God's  word,  without  any  command 

C 
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Sfc.  fyc.  means  apperseeand; 

Id  est,  "Oh  that  a  Mitre  were  fast  in  my  hand !" 
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or  calling:  from  HIM,  or  even  without  any  request  or  desire  from  the 
congregation  over  which  he  will  undertake  such  an  awful  responsi- 
bility." "What!  Gentlemen,  are  you  serious;  do  you  think  you  are 
speaking  common  sense,  or  that  /  do  not  know  the  difference  between 
theory,  and  practice  ?"  "  Oh,  good  morrow,  Sir ;  we  beg  your  pardon  for 
making  so  free— hope  we  have  not  hurt  your  feelings  as  much  as  we 
have  displayed  our  own  want  of  knowledge  as  to  the  motives  of  the 
'  calling.'  Good  by,  good  by." 

Z  As  if  the  Established  Hierarchy  were  determined  to  leave  no  doubt 
that  they  are  not  the  servants  of  CHRIST,  they  act  diametrically  at  va- 
rience  with  HIS  direct  words.  He  says,  "  many  are  called,  but  few  are 
chosen."  They  prove  of  themselves  that  "  none  are  f  called'  and  all 
chosen  t"  "  for  wheresoever  the  carcase  is,  there  will  the  eagles  be 
gathered  together." — Math.  xxiv.  28. 

fyc.  fyc.  We  refer  our  readers  to  our  pretty  etching  of  the  flying 
"  Mitre."  While  such  things  are  agoing  what  lucky  dogs  we  should 
be  if  we  could  catch  a  Union  of  them  for  the  Comet  j  but  we  forget 
that  the  wish  is  Tommy's. 
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MRS.  C-  -   A*D   MR.  S 


IT  is  notorious  that  Mrs.  C  -  has  been  living  with 
Mr.  S  -  ,  as  his  acknowledged  concubine,  for  a  very 
considerable  period,  to  the  great  scandal  of  the  real 
friends  of  both  parties.  It  is  rather  a  misfortune  that 
in  this  particular  liaison  the  grey-mare  happens  to  be 
the  better  horse.  She  does  just  as  she  pleases,  and 
what  she  pleases,  while  he,  good  easy  old  gentleman  — 
so  thoroughly  hen-pecked  is  he  —  seems  quite  uncon- 
scious that  the  finger  of  scorn  is  wagged  at  him,  or 
that  the  world  laughs  at  the  unblushing  manner  in 
which  the  lady  wears  the  breeches.  Indeed,  in  his 
external  deportment,  he  studies  as  much  as  possible 
to  show  a  swagger  of  independence;  but  every  fool 
sees,  that,  in  reality,  he  is  under  her  petticoat  govern- 
ment. Unfortunately,  they  have  many  friends,  or 
rather  pandering  hangers-on,  interested  in  the  continu- 
ation of  their  intrigue;  for  the  good  couple  keep  a 
very  warm  house  in  the  vicinity  of  Westminster.  They 
are  proprietors  of  two  club-rooms,  where  persons  of 
self-  installed  consequence  assemble  at  late  hours  during 
the  winter  and  spring  months.  The  upper  club-room 
is  no  better  than  a  coterie  of  elderly  Ladies  of  the  mas- 
culine gender,  who  are  as  fond  of  talk  and  fudge  as 

NOTE  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

*  We  are  left  in  the  dark  as  to  the  real  personages,  in  consequence  of 
the  contributor  of  this  on  dit  not  having  furnished  us  with  the  names  in 
We  know  a  gouty  old  couple  in  Paris,  of  the  name  of  Mrs.  Church 
and  Mr.  State,  but  they  have  been  divorced  lately. 
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any  old  women  in  the  land.  The  members  of  it  are, 
really,  a  kind  of  DRONES,  who  have  nothing  to  do  after 
sucking  the  honey- combs  of  the  working  BEES,  but  to 
sit  down  buzzing  away  at  one  another,  till  all  the  world 
is  tired  of  their  useless  hum.  Mrs.  C has  con- 
trived to  hen-peck  these  elderly  folk,  as  well  as  her 
own  paramour,  and  she  actually  presides  over  their 
meetings  dressed  out  in  her  best  lawn  sleeves,  and 
bedizened  with  her  mitre-cap  and  trimmings,  looking  as 
bloated,  and  pursy,  and  proud,  as  "  mine  hostess/' 
The  lower  club- room  is  frequented  by  a  set  of  black 
legs,  elected  by  the  DRONES  of  the  upper  room.  These 
black-legs  gamble  away  other  people's  money  in  a 
most  profligate  and  extravagant  manner.  They,  too, 
are  mighty  fond  of  talk  and  late  hours.  Like  all  bro- 
ther-hoods of  the  pav£}  the  members  whereof  are  fond 
of  having  their  hands  in  other  people's  pockets,  they, 
very  sagaciously,  consider  that  their  doings  could  not 
bear  the  light :  accordingly,  they  have  made  choice 
of  midnight  as  the  most  suitable  hour  for  carrying  on 
their  nefarious  practices.  If  an  honest  man  detect  one 
of  these  gentry  in  the  act  of  picking  his  pocket,  the 
rogue  will  turn  round  on  him,  and  with  the  most  un- 
blushing effrontery  tell  him  to  his  very  face  that  he  "  is 
privileged  to  do  so,  that  he  is  his  friend — his  delegate  at 
that  club-room — actually  sent  there  by  the  honest 

people  to  manage  such  affairs  for  them,  and  that "  in: 

short,  it  is  hard  to  say  what  assertion  would  be  too  hot 
or  too  heavy  for  him  to  make. 

Ever  since  Mr.  S 's  unfortunate  connexion  with 

Mrs.  C ,  his  fortune  has  been  wasting  away  in  a 

most  shameful  manner.  His  estate  is  now  so  hampered 
and  locked  up  with  mortgages,  that  the  real  friends  of 
the  family  know  not  what  to  advise,  and  the  agents 
find  the  rent-roll  is  unable  to  pay  the  interest  of  the 
debts  with  the  expenses  of  management.  There  is  a 
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singular  contrast   in  the  state  of  Mrs.  C Js  affairs. 

She  has  been  always  so  careful  of  the  main  point,  that 
while  her  deary's  estate  was  melting  away,  hers  was 
augmenting  into  unbounded  wealth.  This  she  con- 
trived by  coaxing  silly  Mr.  S out  of  rich  gifts  and 

forfeitures  in  the  hey-day  of  her  fascinating  youth  and 
blandishments.  When  once  secure  of  her  ascendancy 
over  the  poor  dear  gentleman,  she  artfully  managed  to 
throw  all  the  expense  of  supporting  herself  and  the 
tag- rag-and-bob- tail  of  her  relations,  down  to  the 
ninety-ninth  cousinship  of  her  fraternity,  upon  the 
peculations  and  plunder  of  the  good-man's  inheritance. 
Yet,  he  has  continued  so  blind  and  bewitched  about 
her,  that  if  she  only  put  on  a  woe-begone  countenance, 
or  cry  out  that  she  "  is  in  danger  !"  he  will  throw  his 
arms  around  her,  and  hug  the  frumpy  old  croaker  to 
his  bosom,  like  a  silly  dotard,  as  he  is.  The  expedients 
and  shifts  which  she  has  driven  the  old  gentleman  upon, 
to  enable  him  to  keep  up  his  household  and  appearances, 
notwithstanding  the  manner  in  which  his  estate  is 
dipped,  are  of  a  very  extraordinary  nature.  The  chief 
of  his  agents  is  an  "  OLD  LADY"  in  Threadneedle-street, 
who  keeps  a  shop,  where  she  has  the  cleverness  and 
audacity  to  persuade  the  multitude  to  pay  the  ^terling 
gold  and  silver  coins  of  the  realm  down  on  the  nail, 
in  exchange  for  her  bits  of  rags.  She  is  authorised  to 

pay  away  the  income   of  Mr.  S ,  in  these  bits  of 

rags,  to  his  creditors,  by  the  way  of  keeping  the  interest 
on  his  debts  clear.  His  servants  and  followers  join  in 
the  scramble  every  half  year;  and  on  the  winding  up  of 
the  accounts,  it  is  found  that  the  rent-roll  is  not  suffi- 
cient for  all  their  cravings.  To  provide  for  the  defi- 
ciency, fresh  mortgages  are  issued  under  the  delusion 
of  being  secured  upon  estates  already  doubly  bankrupt ! 
This  seems  a  very  great  absurdity  ;  nevertheless,  there 
are  people  who  contrive  to  manage  the  matter  one 
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way  or  other,  and  it  is  probable  they  will  go  on  with 
this  sort  of  swindling,  till  there  will  be  a  regular 
blow-up,  and  no  more  mortgagees  will  be  got,  silly 
enough  to  be  gudgeoned.  The  creditors,  indeed,  of 
late,  have  become  a  little  shy.  They  meet  at  CHANGE, 
and  tip  the  nose  at  each  other,  asking  how  it  happens 

that  Mrs.  C still  continues  to  stow  away  so  much 

of  Mr.  S 's  property,  and  how  it  is  that   she  still 

succeeds  in  clutching  so  much  of  his  annual  income,  to 
cast  it,  like  pearls  before  swine,  to  her  poor  and  ra- 
venous relations — the  dear,  unfriended,  ill-provided-for, 
though  deserving  creatures  ! 

Mrs.  C ,  although  in  her  dotage,  and  on  her  last 

legs,  is  yet  sensible  that  any  investigation  would  ex- 
pose strange  doings  between  herself  and  her  hen-pecked 
paramour.  She  will,  as  long  as  she  has  a  kick  left,  do 
her  utmost  to  resist  inquiry,  as  it  would  let  in  the  broad 
day  light.  Her  power  over  the  old  dotard  will  give 
her  great  facilities  for  blindfolding  the  Committees  of 
Inquiry,  a  strong  instance  of  the  bad  effects  and  impro- 
priety of  such  an  unholy  union  between  the  parties. 
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RORY  CONNOR  was  a  portly  little  tun  of  a  man,  well 
to  do  in  the  world,  and  once  occupied  a  very  large 
ferm ;  but  some  how  or  other  he  found  it  the  labour  of 
half  his  life  to  make  a  shift  to  stock  it  fully  to  his  heart's 
content.  At  length  he  did  accomplish  the  matter,  by 
coaxing  and  inciting  his  daughters  to  rear  calves  and 
lambs  every  season,  and  his  sons  to  the  rearing  of  foals 
and  pigs,  until  he  was  as  snug  a  man  as  any  in  the  pa- 
rish. All  this  time  Rory  contrived  to  keep  his  rent 
clear,  and  to  put  his  gates,  fences,  plough-gear  and  cars 
into  complete  order ;  and  he  had  already  commenced, 
on  a  small  scale,  a  few  experiments  in  farming,  that  told 
so  well  as  to  induce  him,  when  he  found  himself  strong 
enough,  to  launch  out  on  an  extended  system  of  im- 
provement. This  he  managed  so  judiciously  and  sen- 
sibly, that  after  a  few  seasons  he  had  the  most  abundant 
haggard  of  any  man  in  his  county  possessed  of  the  same 
number  of  acres.  The  Parson  of  the  parish  very  soon 
began  to  think  it  was  unjust  of  Rory  to  attempt  putting 
him  off  with  the  same  payment  for  tithes,  which  he  had 
done  when  his  crops  were  not  half  so  good;  but  Rory 
Connor  could  not  for  the  life  of  him,  bring  himself  to 
think  it  a  whit  unjust.  In  short,  he  was  so  silly  as  to 
imagine  that  the  Parson  had  no  right  to  a  tenth  of  the 
fruits  of  his  industry  over  and  above  the  tenth  which  he 
acknowledged  to  be  his  due  out  of  the  natural  produce 
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of  the  land  in  the  ordinary  state  it  was  in  when  he  took 
it.  So,  to  war  he  and  the  Parson  went  pell  mell ;  and 
the  end  of  the  matter  was,  that  Rory  had  to  throw  out 
the  tithe  of  his  crops  the  next  season,  which  grieved 
him  very  sorely :  however,  there  was  no  use  in  fretting, 
and  as  he  had  a  fine  fallow  field  of  thirty  acres  ready 
tilled  for  wheat,  he  thought  it  would  be  prudent  to 
wait  upon  the  Parson  before  he  commenced  the  sowing, 
to  see  what  terms  he  could  make  :  accordingly  he  went 
one  day  to  his  Reverence,  and  laid  down  his  case  in  a 
very  business-like  manner : 

"  Please  your  honor,"  says  Rory,  taking  off  his  cau- 
Iteen,  and  standing  bare-headed  on  the  steps  of  the  hall- 
door  before  the  apostle  of  humility,  "  I  won't  sow  a 
grain  in  the  big  folia  this  saisin,  barn  your  Reverence 
agree  wid  me  for  the  tide  aforehand." 

"  Well,"  said  the  Parson,  "  if  you  like  to  cut  off  your 
nose  to  vex  your  face,  you  may  do  so  if  you  please." 

"  Ay-a ;  but,  your  honor,"  replied  Rory,  squeezing 
the  thatch  of  his  knowledge-box  together,  and  looking 
a  little  puzzled,  "  would'nt  your  Reverence  lose  your 
tide  thin,  secon  case,  as  well  as  I'd  lose  my  crap,  an 
what  id  be  the  good  iv  that  to  any  body  ?" 

"  Oh,"  cried  his  Reverence,  "  that 's  more  your 
affair  than  mine ;  you  would  have  nine  times  as  much  at 
stake  as  I  would.  I  could  stand  the  loss  of  a  tenth)  but 
the  loss  of  nine-tenths  would  smash  you,  and  then  you 
might  pocket  your  gains  for  opposing  the  laws  of  the 
land." 

"  Musha !  bud  I  dun-na  what  to  do,"  replied  Rory, 
more  puzzled  than  ever ;  "  shure  af  your  honor  thinks 
so  little  about  your  share,  id's  mighty  aisy  for  you  to 
make  the  matter  plaisin,  by  takin  what  ye  ever  an 
always  tuck." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  hastily  exclaimed  the  Parson,  "  the 
tenth  is  my  right,  and  I  must  have  it." 
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"  Tunther-an-ouns  !"  roared  Connor — but  he  paused 
a  little,  and  thought  it  best  to  curb  his  passion-—"  I  was 
goin  to  say,  plaise  your  honor — that,  couldn't  we  come 
upon  agreement  aforehand,  an  let  uz  know  the  worst 
before  we  sow  the  handful  iv  corn  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  we  could  \"  said  his  Reverence :  "  let 
me  see  : — ten  times  thirty,  three  hundred — three  times 
three  hundred,  nine  hundred — one-tenth  of  nine  hun- 
dred, is  ninety.  Well,  Mister  Connor,  I  will  take  £90 
in  hand  for  the  tithe  of  that  field." 

"  Oah  !  murther,  murther,"  groaned  Rory,  "  won't 
you  allow  any  thin  for  the  rint,  thin  the  cess,  thin  for 
jury  tax,  thin  for  the  plowin,  harrowin,  seed,  reapin, 

stackin,  thrashin would'nt  a  tinth  ofivhat  id  be  left, 

be  in  raisin  ?" 

"  Tut,  tut;  nonsense,  man  !"  exclaimed  the  Parson  ; 
"  the  law  says  a  tenth  of  the  whole  ;  I'm  not  the  one  to 
break  the  law ;  I'll  stand  by  the  law." 

"  Do,  an  be  d ."  Here  Rory  bit  his  lips  and 

gulped  down  what  he  was  about  to  say,  then  resumed : 
"  I  main,  your  honor,  that  would'nt  it  be  a  dam'd  good 
thing  for  your  Reverence  to  get  £50  down  on  the 
nail?" 

"  You  might  as  well  offer  me  a  penny  piece,"  cried 
his  Reverence,  snapping  his  finger. 

"  Well,  will  £60  do  your  honor  ?" 

"  No,"  answered  the  Parson,  "  not  as  much  as  one 
farthing  less  than  the  £90." 

"  Why  thin,"  roared  out  Connor,  bursting  away  from 
the  shepherd  of  the  faithful,  in  a  broiling  rage,  "  may 
the  devil  burn  me  aquil  to  St.  Antony,  if  ever  you  han- 
dle a  fardien  out  of  that  same  field  from  me— if  you  do, 
that  I  may  turn  into  a  pinkeen  this  blessed  hour  !" 

And  Rory  Connor  kept  his  word  with  the  Parson ; 
for  he  left  the  fallow  idle,  till,  towards  Christmas,  the 
"  boys"  persuaded  him  to  throw  some  hayseeds  in  it, 


22  THE  FARMER'S  SOLILOQUY. 

for  the  purpose  of  letting  it  run  to  pasture ;  but  the 
season  was  too  far  gone,  and  hi  April  the  field  appeared 
little  better  than  a  coshier.  Rory  depended  upon  his 
barley  and  oats,  and  his  wool  and  his  cattle,  for  being 
able  to  stand ;  however,  a  disastrous  season  ensued,  and 
he  found  in  the  end  that  he  should  have  submitted,  for 
the  wheat  is,  after  all,  the  main  chance  for  the  rent. — 
He  became  dispirited,  downcast,  negligent ;  and  after  a 
couple  of  years  of  hard  struggle,  he  was  at  length 
"  broke  down  horse  and  foot,"  and  "  canted  out  of 
house  and  home."  His  landlord,  very  kindly,  allowed 
him  to  take  away  as  much  of  his  "  substance"  as  was 
sufficient  to  set  him  up  tolerably  well  on  a  small  farm 
of  forty  acres — an  old  family  take — at  a  cheap  rate, 
which  Rory  never  thought  much  of  before.  Here  his 
misfortunes  preyed  so  much  upon  him,  that  in  two  or 
three  years  he  looked  as  old  and  withered  as  if  twenty 
additional  winters  had  passed  over  his  head :  but  his 
sons  and  daughters  were  all  grown  up  ;  a  clever,  hand- 
some and  industrious  family :  they  set  their  shoulders  to 
the  wheel,  and  once  more  rendered  the  condition  of 
their  parents  easy  and  comfortable.  However,  Connor 
never  could  get  over  his  asperity  to  the  Parsons.  He 
left  his  affiiirs  in  the  hands  of  his  children,  who  had 
proved  so  worthy  of  his  confidence,  and  he  indulged  his 
whims  and  fancies  in  a  very  odd  way ;  drawing  every 
thing  in  nature  and  art  into  his  aid,  and  auxiliary  to  his 
spleen,  against  their  Reverences.  The  particular  instance 
which  I  mean  to  give  of  his  way  in  this  respect,  oc- 
curred one  winter's  morning  when  the  family  were  out 
towards  the  haggard,  foddering  and  milking  the  cows. 
A  strong  hoar-frost  had  set  in,  with  a  slight  layer  of 
snow,  which  had  fallen  during  the  preceding  night,  un- 
derneath. Rory  came  down  to  the  room,  but  none  of 
the  "boys  nor  girls"  had  entered  it  yet,  and  every  thing 
looked  cold  and  chilly,  though  exceedingly  neat  and 


THE  FARMER'S  SOLILOQUY.  23 

orderly.  There  was  the  old  family  clock  behind  the 
door,  that  used  to  give  some  signs  of  life  in  its  dull 
"  click-clock/'  as  sober  as  a  judge ;  for  the  frost  had 
frozen  up  its  guts  during  the  night.  To  be  sure,  the 
cricket  was  so  proud  of  his  snug  birth  in  the  hob,  that 
he  kept  up  his  incessant  "  chirp-chirp-ehirp"  as  if  all 
the  world  should  rejoice  with  him  at  the  fire  being  lit 
at  last.  Rory  didn't  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  the 
cricket ;  but  stepped  towards  the  fire,  rubbing  his 
hands,  and  soliloquizing  after  the  following  strange 
fashion : — 

"  Iss — this  is  a  sharp  mor-i-niri  an  airnest.  That  fire 
is  as  lazy  about  lightiri  up  as  young  Nick  id  be  about 
lavin  his  starabout  to  show  the  procther  the  meadows. 
I'm  shure  Betty  didn't  take  her  usyiel  throuble  wud  id. 
Well,  I'll  thry  the  belliss  at  id,  any  how  : — puff,  puff; — 
eh  !  rot  it  an  sink  it ;  what  fits  are  ye  in  now,  for  one 
belliss  ?  not  another  blast  in  ye '  yer  clapper 's  out  of 
tchune  I  suppose.  By  the  tables  ov  war,  bud  yer  like 
a  Parson  that  lost  his  tide — ye  won't  give  uz  another 
puff  widout  raisin  :  g'along  into  the  corner  there — I'll 
have  no  more  to  do  wid  ye ;  bud  aisy — aisy — what  ails 
my  winclee  pains  intirely — the  glass  iz  turned  into  ice,  I 
b'lieve.  Ah-ha !  I  see  my  little  robin-red-  breast  on 
the  windee  stool — the  poor  little  creathur  ! — he's  singin 
his  little  petition  to  be  let  in — all  his  little  pride  ov 
keepin  from  beggin  is  knocked  in  the  head :  necessity 
has  no  law :  he  only  wants  a  crumb,  may  be :  well,  I'll 
give  him  some  iv  mine  while  the  Parson  leaves  me  a 
loaf :  he  looks  so  pittyful,  an  so  modest,  an  so  like  little 
Jinny,  the  creathur  !  whin  she  wants  to  coax  me  :  he's 

not  like  that  impident  son  of  a ,  that  stone-chat  - 

ther,  that's  lit  beside  him  there,  jirkin  an  smirkin  his 
head,  an  tossin  his  eye  about,  "  seekin  what  he  may 
devour" — why  the  fellow  looks  as  incident  an  pryin  as 
a  tide-procther !  Ay,  faiks ;  he  -  has  all  the  jirks,  an 
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quirks,  an  chather  iv  a  little  attorney  of  Docthers  Com- 
mons !  An  see  what  a  possy  iv  sparrows  iz  pounced  upon 
the  sheaf  iv  corn  in  the  gardin  there.  By  jingo,  they're  like 
a  gang  iv  Parsons  ov  a  harvest  day.  Hoot !  now  they're  off 
to  the  stacks,  bad  luck  to  them  !  All's  fish  that  comes  to 
their  nets.  See  how  they  tear  my  sheaves— oh,  the 
plunthering  rascals  !  By  G —  they  don't  care  who  they 
rob.  They'll  be  off  to  the  cottiers'  cabins  directly,  and 
take  a  tinth  ov  all  the  creathurs  are  worth  in  the  world : 
see  what  bills  they  have — they'd  devour  any  thin.  Bud 
oh  !  milie  murther  !  my  gooseberry  bushes  !  See  where 
that  scounthrel  ov  a  bullfinch,  wid  his  squireen  red 
waistcoat,  is  perched.  See  how  he  nibs  off  the  buds  iv 
my  fruit  threes  !  By  Jaminee,  the  rascal  wont  lave  me 
a  gooseberry  for  next  summer — an  all  the  time  he's  so 
proud  an  brave  lookiu — hasn't  he  the  impidence  iv  the 
divil  ?  Eh !  what's  that  I  see  in  the  ivy-bush,  lookin 
so  ser-yis  ? — by  dad,  ids  that  booby  iv  an  owl — why  a 
body  id  think  he  fancied  himself  an  Archbishop!  By 
gar,  he's  a  steady  lookin  chap.  He  keeps  the  whole 
roost  an  shelter  to  himself.  Here,  Robin,  come  in 
wid  yourself:  see  the  crumbs  are  left  for  ye  on  the 
dhresser  :  aisy — I'll  rise  the  windee  for  ye ;  there  now, 
don't  be  afeerd  iv  the  cat — she's  out  takin  her  degrees 
this  mornin.  What  screedtch  is  that?  Oh,  by  the 
powthers,  ids  puss  that  has  the  Archbishop  an  a  couple 
of  the  Parsons  in  her  clutches.  Huzza!  huzza!  Pussy 
dear  !  your  the  sort,  my  jewel !  Betty,  Betty,  give  her 
a  pint  iv  new  milk  for  that.^-Huzza  !  huzza !  huzza  !" 


THE 


DEVIL'S 


SHOOTING  EXCURSION. 


« 1  »Udi  gia  dize  a  Bologna 

Del  DIABOL  vizj  assai,  tra  i  quali  udi, 

Ch'  egli  i  bugiai'Uo,  e  padre  cli  menzogna." 

DANTE  Inferno,  Ctot  23, 


[We  are  much  indebted  to  our  Contributor,  "ANONYMOUS," 
for  this  amusing  "  Excursion"  as  well  as  for  the  "  Fate 
of  the  Frog"  which  also  he  was  so  good  as  to  furnish. 
We  trust  that  we  may  hereafter  enroll  him  amongst  our 
band  of  "  Marksmen"  for  the  "  COMET,"  and  place  him  on 
the  "  Free  List"  of  our  Editorial  Boudoir.]  EDS. 


THE 

DEVIL'S  SHOOTING  EXCURSION. 


THE  month  was  November ;  the  morning  fine  ; 

The  clock  had  just  struck  half-past  nine ; 

The  DEVIL  had  swallowed  his  coffee  and  toast, 

And  sat  by  the  fire  perusing  the  "  Post ;" 

"  A  rare  morning,"  cries  he,  "  Ho  !  my  dog  and  gun, 

"  I  vow  I  must  forth  for  a  ( taste*  of  fun ; 

"  For  the  last  three  days  I've  been  pinn'd  to  my  desk, 

"  Writing  Ireland's  history in  burlesque : 

"  A  Farce  for  Calcraft  to  bring  on  his  stage, 

"  And  deuce  a  one  better  he  has  had  for  an  age  : 

"  The  Dram.  Pers.  is  warlike  : — on  one  side  Milesian, 

"  And  Saxon  on  t'other,  like  Moslem  and  Grecian ! 

"  But  my  shot-bag  and  game-bag,  and  gun  and  dog  j 

"  A  November  sun,  if  without  a  fog 

"  Is  not  to  be  lost,  so,  up,  and  away ! 

"  CERBERUS,  boy  !  to  the  field  and  the  prey  : 

"  Go,  scent  from  the  gales  of  the  '  tain  ted'  breeze, 

"  With  your  noses  three,  the  game  in  threes, 

"  But  of  whatever  sort  you  please ; 
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"  I'm  not  particular  : — like  Cockney  wag, 
"  All  stuff  is  game,  that  comes  into  my  bag  !" 

Thus  said  the  DEVIL,  and  forth  he  went ; 

On  slaughter  Charles  X.  was  not  more  intent : 

His  *"  double-tongued  Joe"  was  in  order  prime, 

And  in  squibbing  emitted  a  silver  chime ; 

His  shot  was  "  patent ;" — but  the  furnace  flame, 

It  was  melted  in,  there's  no  need  to  name, 

Nor  question  ye  whence  his  f"  Davy"  came  5 

But  upon  my  soul,  'twas  a  sight  to  see 

The  DE'IL  in  his  sporting  panoply  ! 

Away  he  walked  adown  his  "  farm/' 
His  tail  like  a  lady's  train  over  his  arm, 
His  gun  on  his  shoulder,  his  bag  by  his  side, 
And  CERBERUS  "casting"  in  three-headed  pride  ! 

"  What  a  set !  to-ho !"  To  north,  west  and  east 

Pointed  at  once  the  well  trained  beast ; 

When  up  from  the  stubble  three  PARSONS  arose, 

With  a  sluggish  wing  like  their  cousins  the  crows : 

Bang !  bang !  down  come  two,  whilst  the  third  wends  on ; 

The  DEVIL  chuckles  and  cries  "well  done  !" 

Coolly  he  picks  up  and  bags  the  slain ; 

They  were  fat,  and  their  craws  well  filled  with  grain, 

And  one  had  a  pilfer'd  bulbj  in  his  bill, 

At  the  moment  he  got  the  DEVIL'S  pill. 

Six  BISHOPS  next  he  meets  in  a  bevy, 
All  rustling  along  in  pomp  to  levee ; 

*  Double  barrelled  gun. 

t  Gunpowder.     Alas!  poor  Sir  Humphrey. 

I  The  tenth  of  a  potato  stalk,  we  presume.— Ei>s. 
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And,  as  they  cunningly  schem'd  in  pairs, 
How  each  was  to  broach  there  his  little  affairs, 
The  DEVIL  came  on  them  unawares. 
From  the  apron'dlot  a  brace  he  pick'd, 
And  falling  on  the  earth  they  kick'd, 
Tenaces  vitce ;  and  though  "  ripe  melons," 
They  "  died  as  hard"  as  hardened  felons  ! 

The  remainder  flew  not  far  a-head, 

For  the  mitres  weighed  them  down  like  lead, 

And  robes  and  lawn  sleeves  fluttered  wide, 

Whilst  HE  came  after  with  hot  stride, 

And  slaughtering  without  remorse, 

Left  two  more  lying,  each  a  corpse ; 

Who  were  not  transported  to  be  translated 

By  HIM,  they  ever  more  feared  than  hated. 

Of  this  bevy  now  but  two  were  left, 

And  they  of  their  poor  wits  nigh  bereft 

To  a  little  fish-pond  ("in  danger")  flew, 

Well  stocked  with  gudgeons,  as  they  knew  ; 

And  though  but  a  dirty  duck-  pond  it  be, 

Those  floundering  fish  will  have  it  a  SEB  ! 

Here  the  Bishops  used  oft  times  angle  for  tithe, 

And  laugh  when  they  saw  how  the   gudgeons  would 

writhe ; 

But  now  this  poor  brace  got  hid  in  the  sedges, 
Wherewith  was  lined  this  fish-pond's  edges ; 
But  CERBERUS  with  his  triple  snout 
Soon  from  their  covert  stirred  them  out, 
And  the  DEVIL,  who  thought  it  a  sin  and  a  shame 
To  leave  one  trace  of  their  ominous  name, 
Unsparingly  slew  and  "  bagged  the  game  !" 

Re-loaded,  he  leaves  that  field,  and  comes 
(In  search,  as  he  says,  of  "  daintier  crumb?/') 
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To  a  bare  wild  pasture,  where  he  finds 

Flocks  of  DISSENTERS  "speaking  their  minds." 

Quoth  he,  "  I  must  talk  with  those  good  friends, 

"  Of  the  public  weal,  and their  own  ends : 

"  None  on  their  rights  they'll  let  encroach, 

"  But  stretch  up  their  long  necks  at  approach ; 

"  Wary  and  cunning,  they  see  me, — and  fly; — 

"  La !  there  they  are  off : — aye,  up  in  the  sky  ! 

"  Why  the  DEVIL  HIMSELF  can't  reach  them  so  high  !" 

And  swift  through  the  aether  their  phalanx  whirled, 
For  they  were  not  weighed  down  by  the  goods  of  the 

world ; 

And  there  they'd  have  wheeled  from  morning  till  night, 
Their  wings  were  long  and  their  bodies  light; 
But  the  DEVIL  was  wearied,  and  cursing  them  well, 
As  he  could  not  get  one  to  bring  to  hell, 
Soon  left  the  place  in  humbled  pride, 
And  sauntered  along  a  river's  side  ; 
Nor  far,  when  up  from  the  rushes  blue, 
A  monstrous  KING-FISHER  PRIMATE  flew  ! 
Pontificals  floated  around  him  loose, 
Just  as  feathers  do  'bout  a  goose ; 
But  a  bullet  of  gold  he  got  through  the  head, 
With  an  aim  so  true,  that  he  tumbled  dead ; 
Then  the  DEVIL  bagged  him  after  Ms  fall, 
In  Pontificalibus,  mitre  and  all ! 

The  BAG  was  now  full  of  "stiff  and  stark," 

And  night  approaching,  threatened  dark  ; 

When  out  from  a  bush  flew  a  FANATICK  OWL  ; 

His  voice  you'd  have  sworn  was  a  church-yard  howl ; 

He  flapped  his  wing  in  the  DEVIL'S  face, 

And  told  him  to  "go  and  seek  for  grace, 

"  Which  if  he  found,  and  his  sins  were  forgiven, 

"  He  would  yet  be  the  chubbiest  cherub  in  heaven, 

"  Tho'  their  dye  were  still  deeper  by  seven  times  seven." 
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Thus  he  preached,  but  so  gross  was  this  "  Bird  of  God," 

That  the  DEVIL  knocked  him  down  with  a  clod, 

In  truth,  not  deeming  it  worth  his  while 

To  waste  "  shot"  upon  prey  so  easy  and  vile, 

And  crammed  the  filthy  mass — tho*  loath — 

Into  his  bursting  game  bag's  mouth  : 

Then  a  "short  cut"  he  took,  "thus  laden  ivith  game, 

Back  to  the  "  place"  from  whence  he  came  ! 


MORAL. 


You  may  talk  of  your  Statesmen  who  talk  of  Reform, 
But  the  DEVIL'S  the  PHot  to  weather  the  storm ! 
Of  abuses  in  STATE  then,  the  clearing  away 
With  all  my  heart  give  to  BURDETT  and  to  GREY  : 
On  the  quiddities,  cobwebs,  and  quirks  of  the  LAW, 
"  THE  LORD  HARRY"  may  place  his  purgatory  paw ; 
But  oh  !  if  ye  would  not  be  left  in  the  lurch, 
Leave,  leave  to  my  HERO  to  settle  the  CHURCH  ! 
The  CHURCH-BIRDS  are  plenty  at  present,  no  doubt, 
But  a  few  such  days  "  sporting"  would  soon  thin  them  out 
HE'S  a  "  capital  shot," — and  I'm  happy  to  say, 
They  are  but  too  ready  to  fly  in  his  way ! 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH, 


AN  HONORARY  CURATE, 

THE   REVEREND  FRANK   MAW-WORM. 


Who  judged  the  Pharisee  ?   what  odious  cause 

Exposed  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  i 

Had  he  seduced  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend, 

Or  stabb'd  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  1 

Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?  or  did  he  stray 

From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 

Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ? 

(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charged  his  Lord.) 

No — the  man's  morals  were  exact,  what  then  ? 

'Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men ; 

His  virtues  were  his  pride ;  and  that  one  vice 

Made  all  his  virtues  gew-gaws  of  no  price ; 

He  wore  them  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 

A  praying,  synagogue -frequenting  beau : 

The  self-applauding  bird,  the  peacock,  see— • 

Mark  what  a  sumptuous  Pharisee  is  he  ! 

Meridian  sunbeams  tempt  him  to  unfold 

His  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold : 

He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  music  near, 

His  measured  step  were  govern'd  by  his  ear : 

And  seems  to  say— ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 

I  am  all  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace  ! 


[Our  contributor  "•  J.  G."  has  favoured  us  with  the  following 
original  Sketch  of  a  proud  Church-man  :  we  give  it,  not  as 
an  instance  of  church  rapacity  of  course,  but  as  a  specimen 
of  the  sort  of  personages  engendered  by  a  monopoly  of  re- 
ligious controul.]  EDS. 


PETTY-SESSION   SKETCH. 


AN  HONORARY  CURATE. 

SOME  weeks  back,  a  pair  of  hulking  young  fellows 
were  brought  before  our    Magistrates,  charged   with 
having  robbed  the  Rev.  Mr.  Maw-worm's  orchard  of  a 
pocket-full  of  apples.     They  were  caught  in  the  fact  by 
the    Rev.  Gentleman    and    his   butler,   about    twelve 
o'clock   at   night.     A   third  person  was   also  charged 
with  having  rescued  one  of  the  prisoners.     The  Rev. 
Mr.  Maw  -worm  sat  on  the  Bench  with  the  Magistrates, 
and  the  offence  being  fully  admitted  by  the  delinquents, 
they  were  fined  ten  shillings  each,  duly  admonished  by 
their  Worships,  and  ordered  to  post  the  blunt  and  de- 
part in  peace.     However,  the  knights  of  the  lickerish- 
tooth  had  scarcely  time  to  reach  the  hem  of  the  green- 
cloth,   ere   his   Reverence  arrested   their  attention  by 
standing  up  and  addressing  them  in  a  singularly  drawl- 
ing, conventicle,  and  dolorous  tone :    "  Mae  friends," 
ejaculated  the  pious  prosecutor,  "  you  have  reason  to 
be  thankful — most  thankful  indeed — for  the  great  cle- 
mency  that   I   and    the  Magistrates  have   vouchsafed 
towards  you  this  day  ;  partly  in  con-sid-er-ation  of  your 
having  pleaded  guilty,  and  partly  in  con-sid-er-ation  of 


36  AN  HONORARY  CURATE. 

the  inter-fe-rence  of  a  higher  power  ;"  [Here  his  Re- 
verence bowed,  turned  up  his  eyes  secundem  artem,  and 
continued  :J — "  But  for  that  inter-fe-rence,  you,  Patrick 
H ,  would  this  day  be  a  dead  man.  I  had  you  co- 
vered with  my  pistol  the  night  of  your  offence,  as  I  and 
my  butler  lay  in  wait — for  I  had  been  warned  of  your 
intended  plunder  of  my  orchard — but  the  mer-ci-ful 
and  mi-rac-u-lous  in-ter-po-sition  of  the  Al-mighty,  in 
a  most  es-pecial  manner,  interfered  on  your  behalf,  and 
caused  my  pistol  to  miss  fire.  I  hope — sincerely  do  I 
hope — this  may  be  a  warning  to  you  for  the  rest  of  your 
life." 

Now  all  this  might  have  passed  over  as  common 
place,  and  the  "  merciful"  intention  of  his  Reverence, 
seeing  that  the  new-light  had  not  penetrated  Paddy's 
heart  so  as  to  keep  him  from  coveting  his  neighbour's 
apples,  to  let  the  moon-light  into  it  on  a  business-like 
manner  by  means  of  a  methodical  pistol  bullet,  might 
never  have  been  recorded — save,  by  the  "  recording 
Angel" — had  not  the  super-added  aumonition  contained 
in  itself  peculiar  touches  of  character — touches  that 
etched  off  the  man  and  the  divine,  in  the  happiest  pen- 
ciling of  portraiture.  Every  one  present  viewed  the 
vraisemblance  in  the  same  light.  Even  the  always 
tipsy  herald- painter  of  the  town,  whispered  in  the 
court-keeper's  ear,  as  he  jostled  him  with  a  "  hic-cup  :" 
"  ah — ha,  Jim  ;  good  again  ;  always  true  to  the  family 
motto  :• — (  since  God  is  for  the  Maw- worms,  what's 
the  use  of  any  one  else  being  against  them  ?'  Sure 
Providence  got  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  ['  hic- 
cup' and  another  jostle]  to  keep  his  Reverence  from 
committing  murther !"  To  understand  perfectly  the 
keeping  of  such  a  faint  outline,  it  may  be  necessary 
to  study  the  following  sketch  of  the  original  Divine : 

The  Rev.  Frank  Maw- worm  is  a  member  of  a  pro- 
verbially lucky  family.  They  are  a  people  who  have 
taken  root  in  the  land,  and  their  wide-spreading 
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branches  already  cast  their  goodly  shade  over  the 
choicest  springs  of  the  earth.  Nourished  by  the  good 
fat  things  of  THE  CHURCH,  the  fitness  of  the  family 
motto  appears  to  be  indisputable ;  it  is  an  heir-loom  to 
their  ambition,  and  insures  success  by  the  confidence  it 
inspires.  They  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin  ;  yet  like 
the  lilies  of  the  valley,  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was 
not  half  so  great  a  "  swell"  as  each  of  them  is. 

Frank  is  in  the  prime  of  life :  tall,  upright,  and  well 
proportioned^  His  air  is  that  of  self-imagined  conse- 
quence and  command  $  his  smile  rather  habitual  and 
self-satisfied  than  attractive ;  his  step  aristocratic  and 
tramping ;  and  his  slender  cane  more  fidgity,  than 
useful.  He  wears  a  black  frock-coat,  neatly  fitted  to 
show  off  his  goodly  shapes,  but  not  so  long  as  to  hide 
one  inch  of  the  highly  polished  jack-boots — the  black 
sign-posts  of  ascendancy.  He  commonly  wears  green 
goggles,  and  throws  back  his  head  as  he  brushes  by 
you  in  the  street  with  an  air  that  almost  provokes  you  to 
ejaculate — "  pho  !  proud  priest  I"  Frank  must  be  the 
first  in  every  thing.  To  excel  is  his  ruling  passion ; 
to  be  the  idol  of  universal  admiration  at  a  respectful 
and  non-approachable  distance,  the  goal  of  his  pursuits. 
Amply  provided  for  by  family  windfalls,  and  a  lucky 
marriage  to  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy  British  peer  and 
sinecurist,  his  present  circumstances  place  him  above 
the  necessity  of  practising  devotion  as  a  profession  for 
base  lucre  like  his  "  brother  labourers  in  the  vineyard." 
However  the  profession  might  be  an  iucumbrance  to 
another  under  similar  circumstances,  Frank  is  not  the 
one  to  possess  any  thing,  even  of  the  minutest  value, 
without  bringing  it  into  play  as  a  useful  auxiliary.  With 
the  never-dying  impulse  of  his  ruling  passion,  he  is 
prompted  to  think  that  to  be  the  first  of  Churchmen,  is 
not  to  be  the  richest  of  Archbishops,  but  to  be 
the  nearest  to  perfectibility :  divine  without  gain ; 
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among  the  first  in  rank,   yet  the  first  in  humility — a 
man  of  fortune,  yet  a  lowly  secondary  curate.     If  cha- 
ritable funds  are  to  be  raised,  fuel,  raiment  and  food 
provided  for  the  poor,  the   destitute  and  infirm  to  be 
visited,  he  must  be  the  first  in  the  ostentatious  march. 
With  all  the  high  duties  of  his  station  to  perform,  he 
is   the   drum-major   in  the   indefatigable   drudgery   of 
drilling  the  -shop-keepers  of  his   parish  into  charity; 
but  this  charity  he  makes  a  wearisome  business,  and 
the  donors  do  not  feel  it  be  charity  at  all :  they  contri- 
bute because  they  are  "  ashamed  to  refuse  his  honor ;" 
but  they  cannot  lay  the  flattering  unction  to  their  souls, 
that  what  they  do,  is-  charity.     The  good  it  produces, 
to   be   sure,   partly   contents    them ;    still    they   doubt 
whether   even   that    small    modicum   of  contentment, 
counterbalances    the  loss  of  their  pence,   which   they 
often  wonder  at  themselves  for  having  given  so  witlessly. 
The  persons  to  whom  this  alms  is  doled  out,    receive 
it  with  humiliating  feelings,  highly  wrought  upon  by 
the  air  of  patronage  with  wliich  it  is  given  5  patronage, 
that  in  manner,  if  not  in  words,  says  : — "  I,  the  first  in 
the   land,  the    special   viceroy  of  Providence,    bestow 
upon  you — the   lowest   outcasts   of  God's   unfortunate 
creatures — this  alms,  to  prove  to  you  the  immeasurable 
distance  he  has  placed  between  the  scruff  of  the  earth 
and  our  high-mightinesses,  the  exclusives  !" 

I  had  nearly  forgotten  to  mention,  that  Frank's  first  step 
in  the  game  of  life  was  to  a  military  air;  the  teens  of 
his  divinity  discipline  were  tutored  by  the  drill  sergeant. 
This  was  a  proper  preliminary  for  his  apprenticeship 
to  GRACE  after  the  usual  fashion ;  that  is,  where  no 
u  CALL"  is  waited  for  but  that  of  parents  with  bene- 
fices and  mitres  flitting  before  their  fancies,  and  in 
particular  the  whisper  of  parents  such  as  his,  com- 
manding him,  "  never  to  say  '  nolo  episcoparV  without 
the  proper  mental  reservation."  The  art  of  war  and 
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the  art  of  peace-making,  admit  of  a  fractional  incom- 
patibility. The  subaltern  who  mounts  the  breach  for 
seven  shillings  a  day,  and  the  labouring  curate  who 
preaches  his  hour  by  Shrewsbury  clock  for  six  and 
eight-pence,  are  within  a  groat  of  each  other.  Frank 
in  his  first  ensign's  suit,  fancied  "  the  world  was  all 
before  him  where  to  choose  a  place  of  rest,  and  Provi- 
dence his  guide;"  but  somehow  or  other,  the  early 
whisper  of  his  parents  about  the  benefices  and 
mitres,  rang  sweeter  in  his  ear  than  the  din  of  war ; 
and  after  a  short  struggle,  he  cast  away  the  scarlet, 
and  girded  up  his  loins  for  a  "  set  to"  amongst  the 
loaves  and  fishes. 

Frank,  however,  is  now  what  the  world  calls  an  ex- 
emplary family-man.  In  his  domestic  arrangements, 
he  displays  all  the  tact  of  a  disciplinarian.  The  mus- 
ter-roll of  his  servants  is  called  every  morning  in  the 
breakfast  parlour,  where  they  are  summoned  to  prayers. 
It  is  truly  a  goodly  sight,  to  see  them  kneeling  by  the 
chairs  in  military  array  for  the  "•  supplication" — then- 
standing  to  the  "  creed"  with  blue  noses  and  frost-bitten 
fingers  at  "•  attention" — and  frowning  with  "  eyes 
right,"  at  the  belief  "  in  the  holy  and  apostolical 
CATHOLIC  Church."  When  the  morning  repast  is  over, 
Frank  steps  into  his  stable-yard  whisking  his  cane, 
while  the  whisper  runs  through  the  grooms  that  the 
"  drill  sergeant  is  abroad."  Presently  the  doors  of  the 
coach-house  and  stables  are  thrown  open  with  military 
parade,  and  the  review  of  saddles,  bridles,  horsecloths, 
and  fetlocks,  is  commenced  with  recruit-like  severity. 
Even  in  his  equipages  and  carriages,  Frank  is  exclu- 
sive and  original :  they  must  not  be  the  same  as  other 
people's  :  they  must^be  perfection  in  some  way,  although 
the  precise  point  of  distinction  may  not  be  exactly  what 
others  think  important.  Hopkins  of  London,  made  his 
chariot  "  to  order"  some  dozen  years  ago.  Frank  in^ 
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ppectcd  the  gctting-up  of  it  with  unwearied  assiduity 
for  three  months ;  it  was  to  be  peculiar  in  particulars ; 
he  had  inventions  of  his  own  which  no  one  else  could 
think  of.  It  is  now  old  fashioned,  somewhat  tall  and 
gawky,  and  altogether  it  has  a  dowager  cut  ;  yet  Frank 
will  show  you  with  a  smack  of  triumph  that  "  there  has 
never  been  a  screw  loose  during  twelve  years  of  hard 
driving  ;  it  shall  last  him  the  rest  of  his  life — he  cannot 
devote  three  months  more  from  the  cares  of  the  poor 
and  his  calling,  to  the  inspection  of  getting  a  new  one 
made :  and  it  would  be  out  of  the  question  to  think  of 
trusting  himself  or  his  lady  in  one  of  any  other  plan 
than  his  own." 

His  pony-phaeton  too,  is  an  original  of  his  own 
formation;  it  was  the  labour  of  six  months  hard  study 
and  close  inspection  over  a  country  smith  and  carpenter 
that  had  not  three  ideas  between  them  :  but  n'imporle, 
a  man  of  genius,  with  two  bright  eyes  and  a  pair  of 
green  goggles  to  boot,  may  safely  ride  a  blind  horse 
that  has  not  a  single  wink  in  his  head.  This  pony- 
phaeton  is  as  complicated  a  piece  of  machinery,  as 
Bolton and  Watts's  sun  and  planet  steam  engine;  it  is  a 
thing  not  to  be  imitated  by  any  other  person,  unless,  in- 
deed, the  attempt  might  be  made  by  a  member  of  the 
same  family — for  "  since  God  is  for  the  Maw- worms, 
who  may  cope  with  them  ?"  As  to  horses — there  is  no 
man  understands  the  MANAGE  better  than  Frank.  He 
has  the  singular  felicity  of  turning  all  his  garrons  into 
"cobsj"  his  koivliawns  are  all  "  barbs"  and"arabs/' 
his  coach-horses  "  prime  fencers."  Ducrow's  feats  of 
horsemanship  compared  with  his,  would  be  but  a  cock- 
fight to  the  battle  of  Aughrim.  His  feats  in  the  field  of 
controversy  are  no  less  striking  :  a  few  years  back  when 
the  second  reformation  boded  so  much  noise,  he  made 
an  unsuccessful  pluck  at  certain  Reverend  Beards  in 
Carlow  College;  but  after  arguing  one  priest  out  of  his 
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boots  to  the  entire  satisfaction  and  conviction  of  a 
coterie  of  old  maids,  to  whom  his  tea  and  tracts  are 
bread  and  butter,  dear  to  them  as  their  Bible — and 
after  having,  in  his  own  imagination,  written  a  coad- 
jutor into  a  typhus  fever,  he  contented  himself  with  as- 
suming a  loftier  carriage,  and  gave  his  upper-lip  an  ad- 
ditional curl  of  contempt  when  ever  he  looked  again 
upon  the  incorrigible  and  deluded  multitude.  There 
was  nothing  to  be  made  of  the  new  reformation :  the 
doubtful  success  of  it  might  have  falsified  the  family 
motto :  that  was  too  much  to  risk  even  in  a  holy  cru- 
sade. In  short,  there  never  was  a  mortal,  not  even  ex- 
cepting the  "  admirable  Crichton,"  could  cope  with 
Frank  in  every  thing.  Crichton  never  could  obtain  the 
true  dolorousness  of  tone  which  in  a  divine,  seems  ne- 
cessary to  whine  heaven  into  a  compliance  with  peo- 
ple's petitions  $  neither  could  he  lay  claim  to  the  letters- 
patent  of  a  family  motto  for  keeping  providence  at  his 
elbow  to  arrest  his  trigger  from  committing  murder.  But 
to  be  serious.  It  is  to  such  men  as  Frank — men  puffed 
up  with  all  the  pomp  and  pride  of  aristocratic  preten- 
sion, and  all  the  "  insolence  of  office"  which  naturally 
belongs  to  a  domineering  STATE  CHURCH,  that  the 
PEOPLE  of  Ireland  are,  in  a  great  measure,  indebted  for 
their  present  degradation.  The  insufferable  arrogance 
of  such  men  blinds  them  from  seeing  that  this  green 
•"  garden  of  Eden"  is  a  paradise,  not  made  for  them  ex- 
clusively. The  life  of  a  mere  Irish  kern,  they  hold  not 
at  a  pin's  fee.  The  soul  of  an  immortal  BEING— sent  to 
its  last  account  with  all  its  sins  thick  upon  its  head — is 
not  as  dear  to  them  as  a  pocketfull  of  apples  !  They 
place  Catholicity  and  Protestantism  in  juxta  position, 
with  all  the  industry  of  restless  mischief;  and  they  pro- 
pagate discord,  in  order  to  perpetuate  the  thraldom  of 
*he  human  race. 
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"  O  voi !  ch'  avet£  gl'intelletti  sani, 
"  Mirati  la  dottrina,  che  s'asconde 
"  Sotto  il  velamine  degli  versi  strani." 

DANTB  Inferno.— Cto.  9. 

LADY  SNBERWELI— "  Oh  lud  !  Sir  Peter,  would  you  deprive  us  of  our  privileges  .'" 
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1  ONCE  stood  in  dream  by  a  gay  river's  side, 
And  was  gazing  m eth ought  on  the  wandering  tide; 
As  sparkling  it  rushed  thro'  the  fresh  May-flowers — 
The  soft  "  callow  young"  of  the  April  showers, 
That  up  thro'  the  reeds  rear  their  rich  yellow  throats, 
To  drink  of  the  clear  stream,  as  by  them  it  floats; 
And  I  felt  that  all  nature  was  bounding  with  pleasure, 
Whilst  I,  too,  partook  of  that  heavenly  treasure, 
A  heart  light  as  air,  which,  elastic  with  joy, 
Knew  nor  canker  of  spirit,  nor  unworthy  alloy ! 

And  behold !  as  I  smiled  o'er  this  beautiful  scene, 
A  fragment  of  Earth  clad  in  gold  and  in  green  ; — 
A  sod  of  rich  verdure — came  sailing  along — 
Borne  off  from  some  bank,  where  the   current  was 

strong ; 

It  was  deck'd  out  with  daisies  and  hyacinths  blue, 
And  buds  from  its  bosom  drank  up  the  cool  dew, 
And  the  moss  and  the  lichen  and  harebell  were  there, 
Whilst  each  little  blade  wore  its  holiday  gear : 
A  ray  of  soft  light  shone  around,  as  it  swam, 
And  each  seem'd  to  say,  "  Oh  how  happy  I  am  !" 
Yes  !  I  thought  in  my  soul,  if  the  Ants  and  the  Bees 
Of  that  Isle  be  not  grateful,  they're  tardy  to  please. 
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But  lo  !  what  great  monster  appears  on  that  turf? 
He  sits  in  the  centre,  and  scowls  o'er  the  surf. 
Tis  a  FROG  bloated — swollen  and  hideous  with  bile  ! 
Can  an  OVERGROWN  TOAD,  then,  be  Lord  of  that  Isle? 
Ah  !  'tis  true. — And  a  tenth  both   from  Ants  and  from 

Bees, 

Of  their  honey  and  store,  he's  permitted  to  seize  ! 
The  Ants  in  a  passion  wax  fierce,  and  complain ; 
And  the  Bees  are  outrageous  ; — but  all  is  in  vain : 
The  TOAD  has  a  charm  that  drugs  their  small  wits, 
And  bows  down  their  minds  to  the  earth  where  he  sits; 
Confused  with  this  drug  which  they  don't  understand, 
They  look  on,  whilst  he  rakes  up  the  tenth  of  their  land, 
And  ransacks  the  best  of  their  stores  and  their  hives, 
Which  "  undritgged"  they'd  defend  at  the  cost  of  their 

lives ! 

But  hold ! — do  I  see  ? — and  "  down  rebel ! — down  dog  !" 
Do  I  hear  in  hoarse  voice  from  the  PATRIARCH  FROG  ! 
Ah  !  yes ;  for  his  "  objects"  are  up  in  array, 
Whilst  the  overgrown  wretch  turns  pale  with  dismay  : 
He  totters  ; — he  falls ; — his  old  drug  bottle's  broke^; 
And  is  found  to  contain  nought  but  fungus  and  smoke. 
His  carcass,  carbuncled,  and  spotted  and  pied 
With  "  impure  increase,"  they  roll  off  to  the  tide, 
And  hurl  the  base  burden,  with  echoes  of  glee, 
To  be  swept  to  the  gulphs  of  some  bottomless  sea ! 

Then  I  heard  their  loud  shouts,  and  beheld  on  that  Isle 
Once  more  JOY'S  light  laugh,  and  PROSPERITY'S  smile ; 
And  I  saw  the  glad  Insects  assemble  to  raise 
Their  voices  in  songs  of  "  thanksgiving  and  praise," 
That  the  "  MARCH  OF  THE  MIND"  had  restored  them  their 

sight, 

And  turn'd  all  their  mystified  darkness  to  light. 
Here  the  joy  of  the  Pigmies  rose  loud  o'er  the  stream, 
So  that  starting  I  woke,  and  "  behold  !  'twas  no  dream !"  • 
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Let  Discipline  employ  her  useful  arts ; 
Let  Magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts ; 
Not  skulk,  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask, 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desperate  task. 

COWPER. 

He  was,  in  sooth,  a  very  portly  Priest, 
And  one  who  loved  to  shine  in  polished  boots ; 
He  handled  law  with  strictest  justice  too, 
And  where  no  justice  did  dictate  the  law— 
As  often  he  did  see  in  Vestry-cess  and  tithes- 
He  reasoned  not  upon  the  case,  but  said, 
"  Such  is  the  LAW  I'*  nor  "  note  nor  comment"  strained  ; 
Albeit,  he  did  prize  his  gown,  because 
it-gave,  and  covered,  luxuries  he  loved. 

OLD  IRISH  KEEN. 
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[We  return  our  Contributor,  "  J.  G."  our  best  thanks  for  the 
fresh  Copy  of  his  Sketch  of  "  The  Rector  of  Fun's-Town," 
which  he  has  been  so  kind  as  to  furnish  us  with,  and  which 
we  subjoin.]  EDS. 
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THE  RECTOR  OF  "  FUN'S-TOWN." 

HAD  you  entered  the  Court  to-day  during  the  pro- 
ceedings, you  would  have  seen  the  Rev.  Mr.  B in 

the  chair,  Captain  L on  his   left,  Mr.  B and 

Captain  C on  his  right,  and  Mr.  G ,  Chief  of 

Police,  as  usual,  occupying  one  of  the  plebeian- looking 
chairs  at  the  fag  end  of  the  Bench.  Your  first  impres- 
sion of  the  Chairman  would  be  that  which  you  natu- 
rally feel  in  the  presence  of  a  domineering,  dictatorial 
Church-man,  who  enforces  law  and  equity,  as  a  stout 
law-maker,  upon  individuals  and  cases  brought  before 
him,  with  as  much  precision  and  perspicuity  as  any  lay 
brother  of  the  silk  gown  could  possibly  do,  even  with 

the  assistance  of  ex-Sergeant  L 's  long  and  slender 

fore-finger ;  but  such  would  be  a  hasty  and  unfair  con- 
clusion if  applied  to  Mr.  B to  the  full  extent.  He 

is  not  by  any  means  forward  in  assuming  the  dictator- 
ship of  the  Bench.  He  generally  enters  the  Court  un- 
obtrusively, and  takes  his  seat  to  the  right  of  the  Chair 
without  fuss  or  much  pretension.  He  is,  perhaps,  fifty 
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years  of  age ;  and  his  dress  that  of  a  respectable  Cler- 
gyman of  the  Established  Church  whose  good  sense  has 
compromised  his  Doctor's  coat  and  shovel-hat  into  a 
modest  medium,  not  strikingly  dissimilar  to  the  ordi- 
nary black  costume  of  other  elderly  gentlemen.  When 

Mr.  B takes  his  seat,  he  is  the  picture  of  a  sturdy 

and  satisfied  Church-man.     You  see,  in  spite  of  every 
indication  to  the  contrary,  that  he  thinks  this  world, 
with  its  good  things,  the  best  possible  sort  of  world. 
So  long  as  religion  has  the  upper  hand  in  it,  and  the 
Established  Church  the  custody  and  dispensation  of  that 
religion,  he,  evidently,  has  no  fault  to   find  with  the 
world.     If  his  preaching  must  necessarily  be  against  it, 
every  thing  }ie  does  is  for  it  $  and  he  bestows  upon  it, 
in  compensation  of  his  pulpit  abuse,  no  ordinary  share 
of  his  heartfelt  regards.     He  wishes  to  make  it  a  better 
and  more  comfortable  sort  of  world,  that  it  may  be  fit 
for  a  gentleman  of  robust  health,  with  a  snug  living — a 
blooming  family — trim  livery  servants — and  glossy  coach 
Worses,  to  reside  in.     Perhaps  the  most  striking  badge 
of  divinity  about  Mr.  B when  he  sits  in  Court  un- 
covered, is  the  close  narrow  neck-band  without  any  vi- 
sible tie,  gathered  so  neatly  in  all  its  starchy  folds  under 
a  well- shaved  chin.     Although  the  whole  cast  of  his 
countenance  is  rectangular,  there  is  a  sufficient  degree 
of  fleshiness  seamed  with  the  lines  of  intelligence,  to 
constitute  features,  by  no  means  disagreeable,  though 
somewhat  hard.     The  developement  of  his  phrenologi- 
cal organs  is  highly  favourable.     Unobtrusive  and  qui- 
escent as  he  at  first  sits,  in  very  few  moments  he  gene- 
rally rises,  as  if  by  necessity,  to  help  some  brother  Ma- 
gistrate, whose  frouzy  intellects  and  bewildering  inter- 
rogatories, only  involve  a  case   deeper  and  deeper  hi 
p.erplexing  entanglements.     Tis   not  till  one   of  those 
dozy-brained  brothers  sit  down  in  despair  of  making  any 
thing  of  the  matter,  and  cast  an  entreating  glance  at 
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Mr.  B*— ,  that  he  rises,  and,  instead  of  hearing  three 
or  four  witnesses  together^  takes  them  seriatim,  select- 
ing one  of  commoii  sense  from  amongst  them  for  pre- 
cision in  answering^  and  fastens  all,  as  he  progresses 
step  by  step,  to  admissions  that  lay  open  the  truth  in  a 
manner  so  clear  and  perspicuous,  that  you  are  lost  in 
admiration  of  the  extent,  acumei^  and  order  of  that 
intellect,  which  can  make  every  thing  it  is  directed  to> 
so  plain  and  intelligible,  Every  one  subscribes  to  the 
golden  opinions,  Which  his  impartiality  and  fair  admi- 
nistration of  justice  have  won  for  him.  The  veneration 
and  respect  entertained  towards  him  by  the  lower  order, 
show,  too,  how  much  they  have  been  belied,  when  it 
has  been  asserted  of  them,  that  they  never  place  trust  in 
any  persuasion  but  their  own.  From  the  moment  Mr. 
B — —  interests  himself  in  the  business  of  the  Court,  all 
the  other  Magistrates  become  complete  sinecurists. 
Such  is  the  ascendancy  of  a  powerful  mind  over  ordi- 
nary capacities.  All  yield  to  him  with  perfect  good  hu- 
mour. But,  I  am  wrong — I  had  forgotten  Captain  L — . 
I  cannot  say  all ;  for  when  present,  he  alone,  of  all  the 
Court,  seems  quite  unconscious  of  Mr.  B 's  superi- 
ority. Indeed,  the  Captain  must  be  allowed  to  tire 
himself  out  fumbling  a  parcel  of  unimportant  interro- 
gatories about  an  entangled  witness's  ears,  before  he 

will  surrender  him  into  Mr.  B — 's  hands ;  and  when, 

of  necessity,  he  does  yield  a  witness  to  the  ordeal  of  that 
mental  alembic  from  which  truth  runs  out  clearly  se- 
parated from  the  dross  of  error,  should  one  word  escape 
trenching  on  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Court  or  its  pre- 
rogatives, the  ascendancy  of  the  Church  by  law  esta- 
blished or  its  dignity,  he  starts  up  again,  and  astounds 
the  Court  with  such  bursts  of  intemperance,  that  Mr. 

B sits  down  in  despair — draws  on  his  black  gloves 

as  composedly  as  he  can,  and  throwing  himself  back  in 


52  RECTOR  OF  FUN'S-TOWN. 

his  chair  with  a  long  drawn  inspiration,  commences 
whistling  lillibulero  ad  libitum  till  the  storm  subside. 

Such  is  Mr.  B in  the  public  Court.     In  private 

life  the  same  order  and  arrangement  pervade  his  do- 
mestic concerns.  Every  thing  looks  sunny  and  bright 
about  his  habitation.  The  moment  you  come  within 
view  of  his  glebe,  the  words,  "  thriving  plantations," 
"  great  improvements,"  "  nice  roads,"  "  what  regula- 
rity !"  seem  ready  to  start  to  your  lips  for  utterance 
every  moment.  His  very  trees  and  shrubs  are  made  to 
grow  methodically.  The  young  clumps,  with  their 
green  bibs  and  combed  heads,  are  trained  to  stand  in 
order ;  and  the  flower-knots  about  the  house,  with  their 
narrow  grass  edgings  so  closely  shaven,  are  as  prim 
and  as  guiltless  of  obtruding  a  single  nod  even  towards 
the  gravel  walks,  as  if  nature  had,  in  a  frolic,  surren- 
dered her  toilet  into  his  keeping,  and  submitted  to  be 
starched  up  and  made  to  look  erect,  demure,  and  qua- 
kerly,  for  a  season.  But  you  should  see  those  things  to 
estimate  what  I  so  faintly  delineate.  I  will,  however, 
assume  for  a  moment,  that  you  are  a  citizen  of  that 
"  beautiful  city  called  Cork,"  on  your  way,  by  the  mid- 
day mail,  to  the  metropolis.  After  you  have  laid  in  a 

comfortable  breakfast  at  Tom  S 's  in  A ,  and 

received  the  last  courtesy  from  his  neat  and  cozy-look- 
ing daughter  on  the  lobby,  you  may  smack  your  lips, 
but  be  sure  to  run  briskly,  and  throw  your  cloak  up  on 
the  top  of  the  coach,  to  secure  your  seat  facing  the 
guard.  If  this  same  guard  be  a  tall  upright-looking 
person,  whose  every  movement  shows  corresponding 
precision  with  the  hands  of  his  time-piece,  you  may 
conclude  it  is  the  methodical  and  machine-like  veteran, 

S 1.     You  will  almost  feel  persuaded  that  you  have 

nothing  to  do  but  take  the  key  of  your  clock  from  your 
breeches  pocket — put  it  into  a  hole  between  his  shoul- 
ders— and,  wind  him  up  as  you  would  your  best  eight- 
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day  clock  at  home  behind  your  hall  door  in  Patrick- 
street.  The  very  palates  of  his  mouth  are  so  nicely 
adjusted  and  tuned  to  "  time,  time,  Davy  !  all's  right  1" 
that  when,  as  you  could  almost  fancy,  you  had  with- 
drawn your  key,  they  should  be  the  first  and  most  na- 
tural words  he  should  utter.  In  other  respects  you 
would  find  him  an  incorrigible  and  impenetrable  piece 
of  machinery.  Tis  better  for  you  wait  for  the  next 

coach,  on  which   you  will  have  Ned  B as   guard  ; 

he  is  a  true  lumpist  Milesian,  of  infinite  coarse  humour. 
You  must  let  Ned  take  a  doze  for  a  few  miles  after  his 
breakfast ;  but  you  will  have  time,  in  doing  so,  to  re- 
mark, as  you  are  whirled  along  the  Moate  road,  the  odd 
notions  of  stage-driving  our  ancestors  had  in  shooting 
this  road  over  every  hillock  in  the  neighbourhood,  that 
they  could  select,  or  by  any  possibility  coax  into  the 
bird's- flight  course  they  intended  to  take.  You  will  ob- 
serve the  road  newly  cut  through  several  hills  ten  or 
fifteen  feet  deep  in  many  places.  When  you  have  gone 
four  or  five  miles,  pluck  the  drowsy  guard  by  the  cape, 
and  ask  him  what  nice  Church  is  that  you  are  passing 
on  the  leading  side  ?  After  Ned  has  given  a  hog's  grunt 
or  two,  and  shaken  himself  into  recollection,  he  will 
mutter,  "  It  is  "  Fun's-Town  ;"  and  you  will  presently 
learn  the  occasion  of  this  attempt  at  pun-y  wit,  the  real 

name  being ,  though  pronounced  after  Ned's 

own  fashion.     You  must  keep  B awake  by  a  few 

exclamations  now  and  then,  and  some  matter-of-course 
interrogatories  :  such  for  instance — if  you  be  a  Cork 
cockney — as  "  Sthrike  me  illigint !  bud  ids  a  mighty 
nate  Church  phwhy !  an  a  bewety-ful  steeple — isn't  id 
phwhythen?"  Ned:  "  Ogh,  bud  ids  itself  that  is,  an 
why  wouldn't  id — ay,  the  steeple's  well  enough — ids 
nate  not  gawdy,  as  the  devil  said  to  his  tail  when  he 
painted  id  pay-green.  Och^  my  dear ;  why  wouldn't  id 
be  a  fine  Church  afther  costin  twelve  hundred  pound, 
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an  brakiu  the  heart  ov  the  arkytict,  poor  Misther  R , 

that  was  the  first  to  hansel  the  grave-yard  himsel.     He's 
buried  at  the  end  iv  the  Church  there,  an  a  nater  or 
tastyer  gintleman  won't  inhabit  that  same  Church-yard 
this  many  a  day.     Id  was  near  brakin  the  heart  iv  the 
parish  too,  for  niver  a  bit  iv  id  they  wanted  at  all  at  all. 
A  wheel-barrow   id  carry  the   whole   congregation  to 
Church  iv  a   Christmas-day.     Faiks   we   tossed   every 
mother's  soul  iv  them  into  the  ditch  one  Sunday.    As 
the  cotch  was  passin,  the  congregation  was  in  an  ould 
inside  jaunting-car  o;i  their  way  to  Church,  when  we 
dhrove  them  too  near  the  ditch,  an  they  were  all  tossed, 
heads  an  tails,  hickledy  pickledy,  into  the  mud,  an  niver 
a  sowl  the  Parson  had  to  save  that  day  bud  his  own  an 
the  clerk's ;  we  had  such  laughin  at  thim,  that  we  call 
it  "  Fun's-Towii"  Church  ever  since  !"     "  Ha,  ha,  ha," 
you  must  say,  to  be  sure,  and  then  put  another  query  ; 
as^    "  This  is   a  mighty  plaisin   residence  bar  by  the 
Church,  an  very  thrivin  skrubberies,  an  a  purty  lawn — 
who  owns  it  intirely  ?"  Ned  :  "The  Parson,  to  be  sure; 
the  Rev.  Mr.  B — — ,  the  most  ungratefullest  man  upon 
airth.     Day  an  night  he's  abusin  the  only  person  in  the 
world  he's  earnin  his  bread  by;  an  iv  a  Sunday  he  takes 
two  hours  out  iv  a  face  callin  him  names  an  abusin  him 
till  he's  not  worth  the  ground  he  stans  on,  an  that's  the 
bottom  of  hell,  for  ids  the  devil  he  does  be  scowlding  all 
the  time ;  an  sure  if  he  goes  on  this  way  till  he  scowlds 
him  to  death,  his  own  thrade  ill  be  spilte,  an  all  the 
other  ministhers  an  bishops  may  go  beg  wid  the  bag  on 
their    backs:    by  jaminee,   bud   he's  a  good  devil  to 
them!"     "Ha,  ha,  ha!"  you  must  say  again,  and  add, 
"  Good,  gt>od !    Strike   me   rtoseless !  bud   that   id   be 
cutting  off  his  nose  to  vex  his  face  in  airnist — would'nt 

Jd,  phwhy  thin?"     Ned:  "  Och  bud  ids  Mr.  B is 

the  stirin  man ;  there  is  not  a  road  ithin  five  miles  iv 
his  house  bud  he  has  as  smooth  as  a  griddle ;  only  for 
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him  we'd  never  have  this  hill  road  cut  down.  Id  wid 
do  your  heart  good  to  see  how  his  phaeton  spins  along 
the  roads  wid  himself  an  the  misthress,  an  as  good  as  a 
dozen  childher  in  id — he's  makin  a  congregation  for 
himself  hard  an  fast.  Bad  sowkins  to  me  bud  the  Apos- 
tles war  bud  spoonys,  to  be  dragin  the  life  out  iv  them- 
selves and  their  fishes,  wid  their  tattered  owld  duds  an 
fishin  nets,  in  place  of  livin  like  gintlemen  this  away, 
an  turnin  every  thin  in  heaven  an  on  earth  to  their  own 
use  an  good  iv  themselves  an  families.  Shure  they 
warnt  fit  to  howld  a  candle  to  the  bishops  an  minis- 
thers  that's  alive  now.  Here's  a  little  pon  at  the  gate, 
an  a  little  wather  cut  runnin  across  the  lawn  from  id  to 
the  kitchen  iv  the  house,  where  it  turns  a  dawny  wa- 
ther wheel  that  dhrives  the  spit,  an  roasts  the  mate,  an 
clains  the  knives,  an  darns  the  stockins,  while  the  fa- 
mily is  jauntin,  or  prayin,  or  gatherin  the  tithe.  Sor- 
row hapirth  bud  they  can  turn  to  their  own  use,  an 
that's  the  short  an  the  king  iv  id."  Here  Ned  usually 
puts  his  hands  into  his  cuffs,  falls  back  in  a  doze,  and 
your  further  interrogatories  will  not  avail  till  you 
change  the  subject.  You  will,  however,  feel  impressed 

with  the  conviction,  that  Ned  B is  as  shrewd  as  his 

countrymen  generally  are,  in  discriminating  between 
the  shadow  and  the  reality — the  sermon  and  the  sub- 
stance ;  and  I  can  assure  you,  that  you  may  glean  from 
his  coarse  humour,  a  more  correct  estimate  of  the  ad- 
vantages of  being  a  Churchman,  than  you  could  from 
the  most  polished  and  laboured  discourse  their  Reve- 
rences could  offer  you  in  the  pulpit,  supposing  always 
that  they  would  follow  the  beaten  track  of  decrying  the 
world  and  its  wealth  there,  that  they  might  have  the 
more  left  to  themselves,  wherewith  to  prove  their  love 
for  both  elsewhere. 
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Look  in  this  glass,  my  Lord;  nay,  wince  not  so— 
Beshrew  me !  but  it  is  a  mirror  true 
As  ever  gave  reality  its  image— 
For  I  do  see  your  Grace's  conscience, 
In  your  countenance  betrayed,  depicting 
Black  despair !  Go,  Sir,  disgorge  your  wealth — 
Raise  up  your  clenched  hands,  and  bootless,  knock- 
Wring  them,  and  whilst  your  fat  knees,  tottering 
Beneath  their  loathsome  burden,  fail  you  when 
You  need  support,  the  gates  are  shut,  my  Lord ! 
You  tumble ;  and  HB  you  served,  receives  you ! 
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1,2,3,  Th6  smallest  flock  in  the  land  hath  the  richest  Shep- 
herd. 4,  Satan  falleth  in  love  :  5,  committeth  abduction. 
6,  7,  The  beauties  of  the  land.  8,  9,  10,  11,  12,  Tempteth 
his  Sweetheart.  13,  14,  15,  16, 17,  18,  19,  20,  21, 22,  The 
Shepherd  casteth  about  a  lecherous  eye,  and  showeth  a 
lickerish  tooth.  23,  24,  25,  26,  27,  28,  29,  30,  31,  32,  33, 
Satan  yieldeth  to  the  conditions,  and  manifesteth  great  joy. 
34, 35,  They  become  a  loving  couple.  36, 37,  38,  The  Shep- 
herd dieth,  and  is  in  a  quandary.  39,  40^  Satan  moved  to 
compassion,  providethfor  his  future  state. 

1.  Now  it  came  to  pass  in  these  days,  that  there  was 
a  certain  Shepherd,  who  had  a  small  flock  in  a  fertile 
land; 

2.  And  in  the  same  land  were  many  flocks  and  many 
Shepherds,  but  no  flock  so  small  as  his,  and   all  the 
Shepherds  together  were  not  as  rich  as  he  was ; 

3.  And,  behold !  this   certain   Shepherd  was   a  vain 
man,  who  had  protested  that  he  alone  was  pure,  and  that 
HE  was  the  only  faithful  Shepherd  in  that  land  : 

4.  But  SATAN  marvelled  at  his  pride  and  arrogance  5 
and  lo  !  HE  took  a  great  liking  unto  the  man  : 

5.  And  when  he  had  cast  his  affections  upon  this  cer- 
tain Shepherd,  he  ran  away  with  him  up  into  an  ex- 
ceeding high   mountain  called  the  Three-rock  Moun- 
tain, and  he  placed  him  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  middle 
rock,  and  he  show-ed  him  all  the  plains  and  valleys,  the 
rich  corn-fields  and  meadows  of  that  land ; 
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6.  The  flocks   cloth-ed   in  their   richest   fleeces,  the 
golden  harvest  nodding  in  its  weighty  ripeness,  and  the 
shady  pastures  teeming  with  luxuriance ; 

7.  And   they  were  tempting,   and   beautiful  to  look 
upon,  surpassing  the  sights  of  all  the  gardens  of  the 
earth. 

8.  And  SATAN  said  unto  him,  "  If  thou  wilt  fall  down 
and  worship  ME,  I  will  give  unto  thee  the  tenth  of  all 
that  thou  see'st ;  I  will  let  thee  fleece  the  flocks  of  all 
other  Shepherds  of  their  \vool,  and  thou  shalt  be  part- 
ner in  a  Royal  CROWN." 

9.  "Thou  shalt  have  POWER  over  ALL  by  reason  of 
these  TITLE  DEEDS  which  I  now  place  in  thy  hands,  and 
the  LAWS  OF  THE  LAND  shall  uphold  thee  in  thy  plunder 
of  the  tenths  of  every  one's  INDUSTRY  !" 

10.  And  when  SATAN  had  finished  these  sayings,  be- 
hold !    the    certain   Shepherd    ponder-ed,   and   smiled, 
and  look-ed  puzzled;  but,  again  he  cast  his  eyes  upon 
that  beauteous  land,  and  reckon-ed  all  the  fleeces ; 

11.  And  he  blush-ed  as  red  as  scarlet,  for  his  heart 
did  palpitate,  and  his  blood  mantled  through  his  veins, 
and  he  answer-ed  in  a  soft  voice  : — 

12.  "  Get  thee  a  one  side,  SATAN,  till  I  consider  of  thy 
proposal !" 

13.  Then  SATAN  bowed  his  head  and  retired,  and  he 
hid  himself  behind  the  second  rock. 

14.  Now  this    certain  Shepherd,  being  alone,  com- 
rnun-ed  with  himself,  gloating  upon  the  TITLE  DEEDS 
which    SATAN   had    committed    into    his    hands,  and 
said  : — 

15.  "  How  beautiful  are  the  fleeces  of  those  flocks, 
and  how  fragrant  is  the  herbage  of  their  pastures  f" 

16.  "  Were  they  mine,  /  should  be   the  master — not 
the   Shepherd ;  I    should  stand  erect  amongst  the  EX- 
ALTED OF  THE  EARTH  I 
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17.  "  I  should  be  first  partner  in  a  royal  DIADEM,  and 
1  should  have  a  PARADISE  of  mine  own. 

18.  "  I  should  have  rich  COACHES  for  mine  ease,  and 
sumptuous  viands  on  my  board : 

19.  "  My   silken  couches  should  be   tended  by  the 
fawn-eyed  Houri,  and  I  should  repose  in  the  arms  of 
voluptuousness : 

20.  "  My  strength  should  be  renovated  at  noon  by  the 
sports  of  the  field,  that  I  might  spend  my  nights  in  the 
dalliance  of  love,  to  the  melting  of  delicious  music  ! 

21.  "  O  !  how  gladly  would  I  accept  these  gifts,  but, 
for  the  penalty  of  the  transgression  ! 

22.  "  Perad venture,  I  might  take  them  at  his  hands  if 
freely  bestowed ;  but  to  worship  the  giver,  might  doom 
me  to  eternal  damnation  !" 

23.  Now  it  came  to  pass  when  the  certain  Shepherd 
had  finished  these  ponderings,  that  SATAN,  who  peeped 
from  behind  the  second  rock  flourishing  his  prongs  in 
triumph,  mus-ed  within  himself,  and  said  : — 

24.  "  Verily,  I  need  not  put  the  stumbling  block  of 
worship  in  his  path — for,  he  shall  be  mine  to  all  eter- 
nity, if  he  but  accept  my  gifts  ; 

25.  "  Is  it  not  written  by  HIM  who  is  the  fountain  of 
truth  and  whom  /  dare  not  name,  that,  c  it  is  easier  for 
a  camel  to  pass  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a 
rich  man  to  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ?' 

26.  "  And  shall  I  not  in  giving  him  these  gifts  make 
him  the  owner  of  exceeding  great  riches,  and  hated  of  the 
POOR  whose  kingdom  is  in  HEAVEN,  where  their  petitions 
will  be  registered  against  him  ? 

27.  "  Moreover,  as  he  will  not  be  permitted  to  enter 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven  by  reason  of  his  bad  stewardship 
and  exceeding  great  riches — where  else  can  he  go  ? 

28.  "  Verily,  verily,  to  none  other  place  than  to  the 
abode  I  shall  prepare  for  him,  and  he  shall  be  mine  unto 
the  end  of  time  !" 
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29.  Now  behold !  when  SATAN  had  made  an   end   of 
these  musings  he  was  elated  in  spirit,  and  his  heart 
ieap-ed  within  him  with  an  exceeding  great  joy; 

30.  And  he    stepped  forward  with  a  lively  air,   to- 
wards that  certain  Shepherd,  saying  unto  him  : — 

81.  "  Hast  thou  thought  of  the  things  which  I  did 
say  unto  thee  ?" 

32.  And  he,  answering,  said  : — "  I  have :  but,  Satan, 
I  can  not  fell  down  and  worship  thee — nevertheless,  if 
thou  wilt  give  me  these  gifts  which  thou  hast  offered,  I 
will  intercede  with  my  Master  for  thy  pardon." 

33.  SATAN,  at  these  words,  lick-ed  his  lips,  and  looked 
upon  him  with  a  greedy  look,  and  said : — 

34.  "  I  will :   Upon  thee  I  bestow  all   those  things 
which  I  did  offer :  thou  shalt,  henceforth,  be  the  first 
amongst  the  JBXALTBD  of  the  earth — thou  shalt  be  the 
richest  amongst  the  MONEY  CHANGERS — and  thou  shalt 
have  THE  FLOCKS  of  all  other  Shepherds  tributary  unto 
thee,  notwithstanding  THKIR  CRIES  and   SUPPLICATIONS 
for  JUSTICE  !" 

35.  Now,  when  SATAN  had  finished  these  sayings,  and 
had  put   the  certain  Shepherd  into  possession  of  the 
gifts  which  he  had  promised,  behold !  it  came  to  pass 
that  they  both  WALKED  DOWN  THE  HILL  together,  arm- 
in-arm  ! 

36.  But  at  the  foot  thereof,  they  shook  hands  most 
tenderly,  and  each  departed  towards  his  home,  rejoicing 
on  his  road. 

37.  And  it  came  to  pass,  when  the  days  of  the  certain 
Shepherd  were  numbered,  and  he  waxed  plethoric  and 
old,  that  he  died,  and  was  gathered  unto  his  fathers ; 

38.  And,  verily,  after  he  had  passed   the  judgment 
seat,  it  turned  out  as  Satan  had   predicted;  and   the 
Gates  of  Heaven  were  so  fast  against  him,  that  he  could 
not  enter ;  and  he  was  in  a  sore  quandary  : 
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39.  But  SATAN,  when  he  beheld  him  an  outcast  and  a 
wanderer — shivering  with  cold  and  hunger — was  moved 
to  compassion,  and  took  pity  on  him : 

40.  And  he  opened  his  doors  and  invited  him  in  as  a 
brother ;  and  put  down  a  roaring  FIRE  with  a  gridiron 
thereon;  and  forthwith,  he  bestirred  himself  about  his 
kitchen,  making  preparations  to  give  him  an  exceedingly 
WARM  reception  ! 

41.  Here  endeth  the  parable  of  the  rich  Shepherd. 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH. 


THE  RUSTIC'S  KICK  AT  THE  EXCLUSIVES. 


Ho !  Crier,  bring  me  up  an  Irish  Serf, 
That  I  may  show  the  hind  my  dignity. 
Why,  men  do  look  upon  me,  as  it  were, 
Though  I  had  net  been  born  to  rule  the  roast ; 
Is  there  not  in  my  physiognomy 
An  indication  of  the  lamp  of  Grace, 
That  burns  within  my  bosom's  sanctuary  ? 
Yet  they  heed  it  not;  but  I  will  make  a  stir 
Shall  show  the  Kerns  my  power  and  office. 

TRACED?  OF  ASCENDKN-CY. 
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[Again  we  have  to  thank  otir  Contributor,  **  J.  G."  for  this 
revised  Copy  of  his  Petty -Session  Sketch.]  EDS. 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH. 


THE   RUSTIC'S  KICK  AT  THE  EXCLUSIVES. 

THE  Court  was  occupied  this  day  chiefly  with  cases 
arising  out  of  disputed  claims  for  Church-tax.  The 
Magistrates  presiding  were  Captain  Sans-joy,  Captain 
C ,  and  Mr.  B .  The  Collector  of  the  Church- 
rates  required  decrees  against  several  holders  of  small 
tenements  in  the  Union.  Most  of  them  resisted  pay- 
ment on  the  grounds  of  untrue  and  unfair  applotment, 
irregularity  in  the  proceedings  of  the  applotters,  and 
want  of  due  notice,  &c.  The  following  scene  may  be 
taken  as  a  fair  specimen  of  the  cases  heard  : — 

Clerk — Call  up  Teague  Gafney. 

Crier — Teague  Gafney,  wipe  your  brogues  in  the 
skib  of  a  mat  there,  and  get  up  on  the  green  cloth. 

Teague,  after  tearing  the  mat  with  his  brogue  nails, 
like  a  dog  in  a  mock  canter,  made  his  way  up  on  the 
green  cloth  with  the  polite  assistance  of  a  couple  of 
policemen,  who  helped  him  up  by  either  arm,  and 
having  faced  the  worthy  Magistrates,  he  occupied  the 
brief  suspense  allowed  him  by  the  gathering  eloquence 
of  the  Bench,  in  sundry  hems  !  buttoning  of  his  trusty, 
and  squeezing  his  caubecn  into  as  many  shapes  as  the 
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opera-hat  of  a  jealous  beau ;  when  his  worship,  Cap- 
tain C ,  addressed  him  as  follows  : — 

Magistrate — Well,  Gafney,  what  reason  have  you 
for  not  paying  one  shilling  and  a  halfpenny  for  Church- 
rates,  as  demanded  of  you  by  Mr.  C ? 

Teague — Bekays,  plaise  your  honor,  I  proffered  him 
fourpence,  and  that  was  half-a-fardin  more  nor  his 
right,  bud  he  wudent  take  id,  bad  cess  to  him ! 

Magistrate — In  the  applotter's  book  you  are  set  down 
for  one  shilling  and  a  halfpenny,  and,  of  course,  you 
must  pay  it. 

Teague — What  for  should  I  pay  it,  plaise  your  wor- 
ship ?  Sure  all  the  world  knows  I  howld  only  an  acre 
and  a  half  ov  ground,  and  that  only  comes  to  thrip- 
pence-three-fardins  half-fardin,  and  he  wants  to  cum 
over  me  wid  his  pillaver  for  more  nor  the  tax  ov  five 
acres  !  By  the  powthers  of  delf,  your  honor,  ids  a 
burnin  shame  for  him,  so  it  is  !  an  I'll  never  pay  id- 
why  did'n't  he  take  the  fourpence  whin  I  proffered  id 
to  him,  an  he  might  have  had  change  out  iv  id. 

Magistrate — How  is  this,  C ? 

C. — I  believe  the  man  has  but  an  acre  and  a  half 
of  ground ;  but  /  must  go  by  the  book,  and  get  the 
sum  set  down  against  him — he  should  have  objected 
to  the  applotment  in  time.  Probably  another  part  of 
the  tenement  is  included  under  his  name. 

Teague — Aye  is  id — Giles  Cafrey's  craft.  Why,  thin, 
plaise  your  Reverences,  iv  I  had  bud  a  lame  goose  that 
step'd  over  into  that  same  craft  jist  to  gabble  a  bit  wid 
Giles's  gander — may  be  ids  what  she'd  run  away  out 
ov  id  in  a  morthal  great  hurry  wid  another  broken 
leg — an  why  shud  I  be  made  to  pay  Giles's  tax,  whin 
neither  chick  nor  child  iv  mine,  id  be  welcome  to 
darken  her  thrash ild  ? 

Magistrate — I'm  sure  its  a  hard  case  on  you,  Gafney ; 
but  there  is  now  no  remedy  :  you  will  have  to  pay  the 
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demand  with  costs.  You  must  take  care  to  see  the 
next  applotment  corrected. 

Teague — Athin,  plaise  your  worship,  wid  your  ho- 
nor, take  that  same  sayin  yourself  from  another  ?  Iv 

Mr.  C calt  to  ye,  and  towld  ye  you  shud  pay  him 

the  tax  of  Gylespidthogue,  that  dosn't  belong  to  ye  at 
all  at  all,  besides  your  own  tax  for  Castlemitchel,  what 
wid  you  say  to  him  ? 

Magistrate — I  would  surely  think  it  very  hard — I 
have  myself  been  charged  for  forty  acres  more  than  I 
hold,  and  I  paid  it  without  a  murmur. 

Teague — [In  a  conversational  under- tone,  dropping 
his  caubeen  and  laying  his  hands  on  his  knees,  at  the 
same  time  stooping  forward  towards  the  worthy  Ma- 
gistrate, and  whispering  quite  audibly] — An  did  your 
honor  say  notin  at  all  at  all  to  the  leather-headed  son 
of  a  bitch,  when  he  axed  you  to  pay  him  for  forty  acres 
more  than  you  had  ? 

Magistrate — Not  a  word !  indeed  I  did  not  discover 
it  'till  next  day — the  money  was  paid,  and  it  was  too 
late  to  look  after  it  then. 

Teague — Oh  !  the  villain  of  the  world !  To  take 
your  honor  by  the  back  doors  that  way  !  bad  cess  to 
him  sleepin  and  wakin !  an  true  enough  is  that  same 
word  iv  your  honor's,  it  was  too  late,  I'll  be  bound, 
to  look  after  id  then,  for  bad  luck  to  the  tenpenny  iver 
got  into  that  same  Church  could  be  got  out  ov  id 
agin — an  shure  the  likes  ov  bus  dus'nt  know  what 
becomes  ov  the  money  at  all  at  all,  only  that  we  never 
get  a  fardin's  worth  ov  value  for  it — bud  your  Reve- 
rences there  [pointing  to  the  Bench]  havn't  so  much 
right  to  complain,  bekays,  d'ye  see,  your  honor  an  the 
misthress  and  the  chilther  (heaven  bless  their  pretty 
faces)  go  in  there  ov  a  Sunday  (the  bravest  couple  an 
finest  flock  iv  thim  all)  and  get  your  pennirth  ov  what- 
evir's  goin,  bud  we 
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Captain  Sans-joy-*— Hold,  siratil  your  impious  and  sa- 
crilegious tongue.  What !  dare  to  speak  so  irreverently 
in  the  presence  of  the  Bench,  of  that  pure  temple  of 
the  undefiled  word  of  your  meek  and  blessed  Redeemer  ! 
Let  the  case  be  instantly  decided  against  him  !  Why  is 
the  time  of  the  Court  flittered  away  listening  to  this 
prater  ? 

Captain  C :  My  dear  Sans-joy,  I  think  it  a  hard 

measure  to  decide  abruptly,  and  in  an  arbitrary  man- 
ner, upon  cases  that  have  circumstances  of  great  hard- 
ship involved  in  them  5  I  Would  fain  devote  a  little 
time  and  patience  to  convince  these  poor  people,  that, 
if  in  our  power,  we  would  willingly  relieve  them  from 
the  grievances  they  complain  of.  I  am  well  aware, 
that  after  all  we  could  hear  on  the  subject,  even  till 
night,  we  should  in  the  end  be  obliged  to  decree  the 
man ;  but  the  time  devoted  to  this  case  will  serve  to 
show  to  others,  brought  into  Court  on  similar  com- 
plaints, that  there  is  no  remedy  but  to  submit  to  the 
present  applotment,  and  to  take  care  to  have  the  new 
applotment  corrected. 

Captain  Sans-joy—^D'ye  hear,  you  sir,  (to  Gafney,) 
you  must  pay  the  applotment  and  costs. 

Teague — Now,  plaise  your  Reverence,  can't  you  be 
aisy,  and  let  Masther  Robert  and  myself  argee  cases. 
Shure  isn't  himself  and  his  father,  rest  his  sowl  in 
glory,  amongst  us  these  hundred  years,  and  your  Re- 
verence is  only  a  new  beginner  entirely — an  what  right 
have  we  to  expect  as  much  justice  from  you  as  from 
him? 

Captain  Sans-joy — [With  indignation]  What,  you 
scoundrel !  Dare  to  impugn  the  majesty  of  the  Bench  ! 
Accuse  me  of  perjury !  Did  I  not  take  my  oath  to  ad- 
minister justice  impartially  ?  Sir,  if  I  hear  another 
word  out  of  your  head,  I'll  commit  you  to  a  place  will 
bring  you  to  your  reason.  Begone,  you  rascal ! 
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Captain  C :  Gafney,  I  advise  you,  as  a  friend  and 

neighbour,   to  pay  the  tax;    you   must  also  pay  one 
shilling  costs. 

Teague — Whithin,  I'll  do  it  for  that  same  grah  word 
iv  your  honor's — an  here  it  is  [pulling  out  an  old 
handkerchief,  from  which,  after  unfolding  many  invo- 
lutions, he  displayed  a  motley  assemblage  of  brass  but- 
tons, bits  of  tobacco,  a  couple  of  shillings,  a  bronze- 
coloured  six-pence.,  a  few  halfpence,  and  the  key  of  the 
box] — "Here id  is,  to  the  hap'ny,"  [laying  down  2s.  Q$d. 
and,  with  an  arch  smile,  adding]  shure,  I  must  only  tell 
Judy,  whin  I  go  home,  an  she  axes  me  for  the  big  loaf 
an  grain  iv  tea  she  bid  me  bring  home  wid  id,  that  she 
must  keep  her  toe  in  her  pump :  to  be  shure  she  may 
keep  her  nose  warm  too,  wid  the  notion  of  havin  paid 
tax  on  eleven  acres,  arid  she  may  starch  her  cap  as 
high  as  Peg  Walsh's  that  has  but  ten  acres. — [So  saying 
Teague  took  up  the  caubeen,  descended  from  the  table, 
and  wiping  his  brow  with  the  cuff  of  his  big  coat,  sat 
down  among  the  other  disputants.} 


CHAPTER  ON  THE  CHURCH 


What  Churches  have  such  able  pastors, 
And  precious,  powerful,  preaching  masters? 
Possessed  with  absolute  dominions 
O'er  brethren's  purses  and  opinions  ? 
And  trusted  with  the  double  keys 
Of  heaven  and  their  warehouses! 

HUDIBBA9,  P.  III.  C,  II.  p.  288,  1.  85S. 
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WHEN  Rogue's  fall  out,  and  Doctors  disagree — 

I  mean  mere  Doctors  of  Divinity — 

The  truth  comes  out,  plain  meum  tuum  's  known, 

And  honest  folk  perchance  may  get  their  own. 

Had  not  Mountcashel,  full  of  zeal,  displayed 

A  teazing  spirit,  Ferns  had  never  brayed, 

Nor  with  affrighted  roarings  waked  replies, 

That,  like  deep  coal-vault  echoes,  mocked  his  sighs. 

As  when  Mount  Etna,  burning  in  her  heart, 

Growls,  as  the  rumblings  thunder  through  each  part, 

Then  vomits  up  her  flame  and  lava  tide, 

Scorching  pure  nature's  face,  where  e'er  it  glide ; 

So  proselyting  zeal  with  spleen  and  spite 

Would  smoulder  us  in  ashes  and  in  night, 

And  casting  forth  her  red-sparks  o'er  the  nation 

Fain  would  disgorge  a  "  Second  Reformation," 

That,  like  the  lava,  it  might  scorch,  and  run 

Withering  the  hopes  of  Ireland's  rising  sun  ; 

But  MIND,  too  buoyant  for  the  blubbering  flood, 

Hovers  to  snatch  from  its  fell  swoop,  some  good. 

NOTES   BY   THE   EDITORS. 

*  "  As  when  Mount,"  Sfc.  Comparing-  this  sublime  specimen  of 
bathos  with  the  "  strong- boneian"  oratory  in  note,  page  7,  we  would  lie 
inclined  to  think  our  Contributor,  "  M.  O.  T.,"  had  heard  the  "  Knight 
errant  of  Grace"  in  his  ravings. 

" ,  some  good."     It  is  useful,  certainly,  to  extract 

some  good  from  dross,  (like  drops  of  gold  picked  ont  of  the  cinders  of 
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Of  these,  and  more  than  these,  I  mean  to  sing-, 
And  waken  themes  that  suit  the  clearest  string ; 
So  Goddess ! — thou  of  common  sense  I  mean. 
Whom  "  MONEY  CHANGERS"  cheated  of  thy  reign- 
Come  to  my  aid  !  make  fellowship  with  those 
Who  feel  the  yoke  too  grievous  of  thy  foes. 
Ah,  Goddess  dear !  does  it  ne'er  set  thee  mad 
To  see  some  BISHOP  in  his  lawn  sleeves  clad, 
Strut,  with  proud  look,  along  rich  fretted  aisles, 
Frowning  at  those,  on  whom  even  HEAVEN  smiles  ? 
How  canst  thou  bear,  the  mitred  crest  to  see 
Emblazoned  on  his  housings  gorgeously ; 
And,  after  lolling  on  soft  carriage  seats 
Dreaming  of  tithes,  translations,  and  estates, 
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a  refiner's  laboratory)  when  the  plain  common  sense  of  mankind  is  al- 
lowed full  opportunity  of  examining  the  pretensions  of  those  who, 
will-he,  nil-he,  assume  the  school-master  over  MIND.  The  Dictators  of  the 
Established  Church  say,  "  take  the  Scriptures  without  note  or  comment, 
believe  every  thing  in  them  literally  and  with  simplicity  of  heart — they 
are  sufficient  for  salvation."  Yet,  in  their  actions  they  do  every  thing 
that  is  contrary  to  the  words  which  proceed  from  their  lips  ;  they  pervert 
the  Scriptures  to  the  use  of  sectarian  proselytism,  as  if  a  Christian  needed 
to  be  made  a  Christian,  give  "  notes  and  comments"  by  implication, 
prove  that  they  themselves  do  not  believe  the  Scriptures  in  the  literal 
sense,  (see  note  F.  page  5,)  and  to  show  that  the  SCRIPTURES  are  not 
sufficient  for  salvation,  they  make  eight  millions  of  people  in  Ireland 
pay  for  the  "  curing"  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  souls !  Money  is  the 
thing  for  salvation ! 

It  is  written,  my  house  shall  be  called  the  house  of  prayer  ;  but  ye 
have  made  it  a  den  of  thieves.— Matthew  xxt.  13 — and  see  preceding 
verse. 

"  Dreaming  of  tithes,  translations,  and  estates.'1  Queen  Mai)  loves 
toteaze  even  Parsons  with  such  phantasies  :  — 

"  And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail, 
"  Tickling  a  Parson's  nose  as  'a  lies  asleep, 
"  Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice." 

ROMEO  AJCD  JULIET. 
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Hear,  paid  discourses  to  thy  sickened  ear 
Of  HIM,  so  meek  and  lowly,  you  revere  ? 
How,  like  a  fisher  all  in  rags,  is  he  ? 
How,  like  th'  apostle  of  humility  ? 
How,  like  poor  Lazarus  on  his  master's  breast  ? 
How,  like  the  barefoot  shepherd  from  the  east  ? 
How,  like  the  prophet  in  the  wilderness, 
Who  had  but  skins  to  wrap  his  nakedness  ? 
How,  like  the  follower  of  the  ONE  so  meek 
Who    said,    "  without  e'en  staff,  or  scrip,  the  sinner 
seek !" 

f  NOTES    BY    THE    EDITORS. 

"  Hear,  paid  discourses  to  thy  sickened  ear 
Of  HIM,  so  meek  and  lowly,  you  revere  f" 

"  Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and  learn  of  me ;   for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto  your  souls." — Matt.  xi.  29. 

"  Without  e'en  staff,  or  scrip,  the  sinner  seek.  .'"  "  Provide  neither 
gold,  nor  silver,  nor  brass  in  your  purses,  nor  scrip  for  your  journey, 
neither  two  coats,  neither  shoes,  nor  yet  staves :  for  the  ivorkman  is 
worthy  of  his  meat" — Mat.  x.  9,  10.  Now  it  must  be  quite  clear  that 
it  would  be  a  noble  idea  to  found  a  Professorship  of  Sophistry  to  guide 
certain  Reverend,  Right-reverend,  and  Lordly  Disciples,  (for  it  is  to  the 
chosen  disciples  the  texts  are  addressed)  in  the  art  of  "  wresting"  these 
portions  of  God's  word  to  other  people's  advantage,  even  though  "  to 
their  own  damnation  :"  for  beyond  any  doubt,  nothing  short  of  the  skill 
of  a  Collegiate  Professor  of  Sophistry,  could  help  their  Graces  and  Reve- 
rences of  the  Established  Church,  off  the  horns  of  the  dilemma  upon  which 
these  texts  impale  them.  They  must  be  either  the  servants  of  "  God  or 
Mammon;"  let  them  abide  either  by  the  literal  sense  of  the  Scriptures, 
"  without  note  or  comment,"  or  admit  the  principle  of  torturing  the 
texts  of  God's  Testament,  into  the  very  opposite  meaning  which  the 
words  imply.  When  they  shall  have  made  their  choice,  we  will  know 
how  to  draw  a  conclusion  which  we  doubt  not  even  the  "  dark  and  de- 
luded people"  may  already  anticipate.  At  all  events,  since  their 
Graces  and  Reverences  will,  in  spite  of  both  Scripture  and  the  common 
sense  of  mankind,  have  not  only  gold  and  silver,  and  brass  and  purses, 
and  scrips,  and  livery  as  well  as  coats,  and  boots  as  well  as  shoes,  and 
guns  as  well  as  staves,— (in  similar  contrariety  to  the  text)  since 
they  will  not  prove  themselves  "  workmen  worthy  of  their  meat," 
it  is  time  that  the  "  school-master,"  who  is  abroad,  should  take  up  the 
birch  and  castigate  their  fat— Reverences ! 
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Ye  of  the  lenghty  ear,  dull  eye,  paid  yell ! 
Whose  God  is  GOLD — religion,  fear  of  hell — 
Well  may  ye  claim  close  kindred  to  that  hack 
Whose  sole  respect's  the  cross  upon  his  back : 
Yet,  that  plain  brother  of  the  mitred  tribe, 
Asks  for  his  sombre,  down  cast  looks,  no  bribe — 
While  ye  must  have  your  thistles  served  on  plate, 
And,  stead  of  drawing  must  be  drawn  in  state  ! 
Oh,  Goddess  !  I  must  marvel,  and  look  grave, 
When  pride  for  piety,  Church-man  stands  for  knave 
Come  !  fly  such  orgies  !  let  PRIDE  have  its  throne, 
And,  in  good  time,  the  Devil  will  have  his  own. 

They,  on  dark  empire  in  the  Shades,  are  bent, 
Who  make  religion  Mammon's  instrument ; 
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"  And,  stead  of  drawing  must  be  drawn  in  state !"  Oh  fie!  Mr. 
"  M.  O.  T."  What!  would  you  make  beasts  of  draught  of  them — 
put  an  addition  to  the  burden  of  riches  they  groan  under?  Ah,  cruel, 
cruel  innovator!  you  are  almost  as  merciless  on  them  as  the  TLTLLY  of 
modern  days,  who,  addressing  the  people  of  Parsonstown,  says,  of  THC 
Church  Hierarchy : — 

"  But  what  shall  I  say  to  these  unhappy  men,  whose  conduct  proves 
that  they  have  entered  the  Church  by  perjury  to  make  a  merchandize 
of  the  people?  what  is  their  real  character?  They  are  base  hirelings — 
they  are  foul  traitors— they  are  murderers,  traffickers  in  human  souls. 
How  shall  such  men  escape  the  judgment  of  God  ?" 

By  Jove,  this  Tully  is  a  perfect  Cicero  !  See  what  a  philippic  he  has 
given  their  Reverences  to  their  very  beards!  We  fancy,  when  their 
Graces  pass  by  Marcus's  little  thatched  villa  at  Crybbace,  they  would 
like,  if  drawn  in  their  state  coaches  by  prancing  steeds,  and  followed  by 
.swollen  footmen,  to  draw  up  the  blinds -\  We  would  recommend  them 
not  to  let  Tully  get  one  glimpse  of  their  bloated  carcasses.  We  shall 
make  further  extracts  from  the  Ciceronian  Philippics,  presently.-- 
Meantime,  let  us  reflect  upon  the  comfortable  idea  of  going  in  a  pleasing 
dream,  reclining  upon  crimson  velvet  cushions  in  a  luxurious  family 
coach,  to  say  one's  prayers,  and  ask  charity  for  the  poor  in  studied  and 
set  phrases!  Oh,  how  much  the  times  are  improved  since  kneeling  upon 
bare  rocks  by  the  mountain  side  was  thought  a  fit  attitude  and  place  for 
lifting  up  the  soul  to  the  Deity  of  the  Universe  ! 
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For  he  whose  "  calling''  is  for  this  world's  gear 
Hopes  for  no  soul,  or  shows  he  has  no  fear. 
But  let  that  pass — 'tis  time  to  have  it  shown 
That  THOU  wilt  henceforth  call  a  stone,  a  stone  ; 
And  stead,  of  trusting  spelling-books  like  theirs, 
Where    God    means   gold,  and   mumbling   stands  for 

prayers, 

Thou'lt  have  a  Lexicon  where  all  may  read 
TRUTH  is  not  FABLE,  NONSENSE  is  no  CREED. 

"  A  Chapter  on  the  Church  !"  Heavens,  in  what  flocks 

Will  huddle,  and  stamp  fierce,  the  orthodox  ! 

Methinks,  I  see  them  in  the  ashes  poke 

With  lengthy  tongs,  the  embers  of  my  book. 

Alack,  and  well-a-day  !  and  must  I  see 

These  harpies*  poking  at  my  progeny  ? 

Ah  !  when  they  find  the  hapless  \vitlings  writhe, 

Will  they  forget  to  snatch  and  hug  their  tithe  ? 

'Twill  do  them  good,  if  but  a  tenth  they  take 

Of  what  I  here  indite,  from  fire  and  stake  ; 

And  place  the  graceless  "  unction'*  to  their  souls, 

To  cure  HYPOCRISY  and  all  it's  doles. 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

"  For  he  whose  '  calling'  is  for  this  world's  gear."  Hear  again 
what  the  aforesaid  TULLY  says  in  another  paragraph  of  his  philippic, 
"  an  by  the  piper  ov  Blessing-town,  a  darlint  scould  that  same  Measther 
Tully  is  :"— 

"  And  will  they  never  put  an  end  to  such  enormities  ?  Is  it  not  enough, 
unhappy  men,  that  you  have  for  nearly  three  centuries,  fleeced  the  peo- 
ple of  Ireland — and  naked  and  bare  you  have  left  them  ?  Is  it  not 
enough  that  for  so  long  a  period  you  have  bartered  the  salvation  of  the 
people  for  a  piece  of  bread  ?  Is  it  not  enough  that  you  have  so  long  de- 
voured the  patrimony  of  the  POOR  ?  Cease,  at  length,  your  enormous 
oppressions.  I  loudly  call  you  to  speedy  repentance.  I  fervently  pray 
you  may  listen  to  the  call.  The  state  of  Christendom  seems  to  indicate, 
that,  ere  long,  GOD  will  thoroughly  purge  bis  floor  and  gather  his  wheat 
into  the  garden,  and  burn  up  the  chaff  with  unquenchable  fire." 

*  "  Harpies  :"  in  Johnson's  Dictionary  this  word  is  explained  ravenous 
wretches. 

"  To  cure  hypocrisy  and  all  it's  doles."    Why,  what  a  silly  oaf  you 
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"  A  Chapter  on  the  Church  !"  aye,  brother  BULL  ! 
•'Twill  make  thee  stare,  and  scratch  thy  beefy  skull. 
Yes,  "  Church  and  State,"  or,  please  you,  "  State  and 

Church" 

"  If  one's  attacked — the  other's  in  the  lurch." 
Bandy  them  about  whatever  way  you  will 
You  fancy  them  inseparable  still  5 
But  when  plain  reason  may  commence  her  reign, 
The  "  CALLING"  will  be  proved  mere  love  of  gain  ; 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

are,  Mr.  "  M.  O.  T."  to  think  there  is  any  cure  for  profitable  hypo- 
crisy ! 

What  then  !  axe  appetites  and  lusts  laid  down, 

With  the  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his  gown  ? 

Will  avarice  and  concupiscence  give  place 

Charm'd  by  the  sounds — your  Reverence,  or  your  Grace  ? 

No.    But  his  own  engagement  binds  him  fast ; 

Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  last, 

What  Atheists  call  him— a  designing  KNAVE, 

A  mere  Church  juggler,  HYPOCRITE,  and  slave  ! 

COWPER. 
But  profitable  hypocrisy  is,  above  all  things,  not  easily  put  by,  for 

Crescit  amor  nummi,  quantum  ipsa  pecunia  creacit; 

Sed  qui  sermones  f  quam  faedee  buccinafama  f 

Quid  nocet  hoc  ?  inquit  tunicnm  mihi  malo  lupini, 

Quam  si  me  toto  laudet  viciniapago. 

JUVENAL  SAT.  XIV. 

"  You  fancy  them  inseparable  still."  JOHN  BULL  is  very  solitary 
in  this  opinion  ;  his  progeny  are  of  a  very  different  mind.  Hear  what 
a  Dissenter  says,  the  same  TULLY  we  have  before  quoted. 

"  Unite,  my  Protestant  and  Catholic  brethren,  in  purging  your  land 
of  such  abominations.  Let  the  whole  of  the  CHURCH  PROPERTY  be 
transferred  to  his  Majesty's  Exchequer— The  present  Incumbents  thence 
paid — the  Tithes  under  the  Composition  Act  restored  to  the  POOR — and, 
as  the  Livings  shall  be  vacated  by  death,  the  Church  lands  made  use  of 
to  diminish  the  national  burdens,  and  thus  virtually,  put  into  the  pockets 
of  the  people,  and  the  divine  laws  restored,  that  all  bodies  of  Christians 
should  support  their  own  teachers.  Then,  this  source  of  corruption,  and 
cause  of  endless  division,  being  removed,  you  will  be  able  to  come  toge- 
ther, not  for  the  base  purpose  of  political  prosclytism  or  paltry  sectarian- 
ism, but  in  the  great  and  generous  spirit  of  Christian  charity,  to  compare 
your  creeds  and  settle  your  differences,  and  unite  into  the  one  great 
church,  which  shall,  ere  long,  fill  the  whole  earth." 
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You'll  think  of  your  own  offspring  in  the  west 
Whose  State  without  a  Church,  is  doubly  blest, 
And  then,  perchance,  thou'lt  con  the  matter  o'er 
And  amputation  bear  without  one  roar. 
He  who  hath  limb  diseased  and  mortified 
Must  amputation  of  that  limb  abide  ; 
'Twere  madness  sure,  to  hug  the  rotten  part 
'Till  cancer  spread  and  eat  into  the  heart ; 
While,  after  centuries  of  fell  disease 
One  cut,  from  "  thousand  ills,"  the  body  frees, 

"  A  Chapter  on  the  Church !"  see  how  aghast 
Yon  fanatic  to  heaven  his  eyes  hath  cast ! 
Hear  ye  the  yearnings  of  his  inward  groans 
As  at  the  sound  of  common  sense  he  moans  ? 
On  "  special  grace"  and  "faith"  is  his  repose — 
All  other  sects  and  creeds  he  holds  as  foes ; 
But  talk  of  reason,  common  sense,  free  thought — 
Upon  your  head  his  direst  wrath  is  brought ; 
With  any  Church  he'll  league,  his  zeal  to  prove, 

md  persecute  who  sins — to  prove  God's  love  ! 

>eal  with  that  saint — he'll  cheat  you,  if  he  can, 
His  words  are  heaven's — Hell  owns  the  inward  man  ; 

NOTES    JJY  THE  EDITORS. 

"  Deal  with  that  saint,  he'll  cheatyou  if  lie  can;'* 

Where  dwell  these  matchless  saints  ?    Old  Curio  cries, 
"  E'en  at  your  side,  sir,  and  before  your  eyes, 
The  favoured  few— the  enthusiasts  you  despise. 
And  pleased  at  heart,  because  on  holy  ground 
Sometimes  a  canting  hypocrite  is  found 
Reproach  a  people  with  his  single  fall 
And  cast  his  filthy  raiment  at  them  all," 

COVTPEB. 

Curio's  hint  of  "  reproaching  a  people"  with  the  hypocrisy  of  an  in- 
dividual, does  not  apply  to  our  Contributor,  '*  M.  O.  T."  who  evidently 
merely  alludes  to  those  black  ravens  amongst  the  Established  Clergy, 
who,  while  they  latterly  have  taken  up  a  particularly  saintly  zeal  for  out- 
ward appearance,  make  use  of  it  as  a  mere  cloak  to  cover  their  simonical 
bargains  and  over-reachings,  their  horse-jockeyings,  and  swindling 

M 
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His  spleen  against  the  Church  is  yet  as  great, 

As  though  his  creed  were,  Christian,  Christian  hate  ! 

His  "  Heavenly  love,"  "  Grace,"  "  Faith,"  and  Jewish 

law," 

Are  made,  for  worldly  gains,  a  mere  cat's  paw  -, 
His  eyes  are  turned  up  in  "  adoring  Grace" — 
That  he  may  cheat  you  to  your  very  face ; 
He  "  groans  in  spirit,"  "  Lamb !"  in  every  sigh — 
That  he  may  put  his  finger  in  your  eye ; 
And,  when,  on  sinners  he  invokes  a  curse — 
To  prove  he's  heard,  he  robs  you  of  your  purse  ! 

Proud  Bishops  !  bloated  plunderers  of  the  POOR! 

Hear  ye  the  knock  of  justice  at  your  door  ? 

Up,  up  my  Lords  !  your  bars  and  bolts  they'll  wrench — 

The  jury's  summoned — Reason's  on  the  Bench  ! 

What !  deemed  ye  God  much  longer  could  withstand 

His  people's  cries,  and  no  account  demand  ? 

Yes,  yes,  you  heeded  not  the  poor  man's  knock, 

Nor  HEAVEN'S  just  rights9  you  only  fleeced  the  FLOCK. 

NOTES  BY  THE  E.DITOIIS. 

transactions.    Of  the  latter  we  know  an  instance,  wherein  a  dark  and 
saintly  Divine  kept  a  butler,  who  wrote  a  good  hand,  for  the  purpose 
of  being  either  drawer,  endorser,  or  acceptor  of  his  bills — mere  kites 
made  use  of  to  swindle  jewellers,  shop-keepers,  &c.     A  levy  of  £1500 
was  made  by  act  of  vestry  for  new  roofing  and  repairs  of  his  Church, 
and  he  pocketed  or  squandered  the  money — but  a  second  levy  was 
made  for  the  same  amount,  and  bis  Reverence  was  forgiven  by  his  Bishop, 
and  allowed  to  preach  his  Evangelical  Sermons  in  undisturbed  repose  ! 
"  Yes,  yes,  you  heeded  not  the  poor  man's  knock, 
Nor  Heaven's  just  rights,  you  only  fleeced  the  flock" 
Our  friend  TULLY  is  worth  quoting  again  on  this  point:  — 
"  It  is  the  conduct  of  the  Clergyman  in  enforcing  the  law  for  his  own 
advantage,  that  is  called  in  question.     The  law  of  the  land  gives  him  one 
claim,  the  law  of  God  another}   which  shall  he  obey?  (We  answer, 
that  which  he  does  obey,  namely,  the  profitable  claim).     Shall  be  en- 
force the  human  law  and  dwindle  down  into  the  oppressive  tax-gatherer, 
or  shall  he  respect  the  divine  law  and  become  the  faithful  pastor  ?     It 
will  not  do  for  him  to  plead  that   the  tithes  are  secured  to  him  by  law. 
This  is  the  subject  of  complaint,      It  is  'iniquity  established  by  law  in 
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You,  on  yourselves  bestowed  unbounded  care, 

When  WANT  and  MISERY  claimed  in  vain,  their  share. 

While  dogs,  and  pampered  horses  in  your  stalls 

Died  of  repletion — famine  roamed  your  walls ; 

Your  FELLOW-BEINGS  gasping  at  your  gate 

Sunk  to  the  grave — but  cursed  you  for  their  fate  ! 

What  may  your  WANT  in  your  last  moments  be  ? 

MERCY  !  denied  you,  in  your  agony  ! 

You,  with  Police  attendant  at  your  beck 

To  clear  your  lawns  and  keep  the  POOR  in  check, 

First  drove  them  into  wilds  or  fields  to  glean — 

For  food,  the  herbs — for  drink,  the  drizzling  rain — 

Cast  them  on  those  no  burden  could  endure — 

Aye  cast  the  POOR  to  feed  upon  the  poor ! 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

the  Church'  that  I  wish  to  put  down.  The  tithes  as  well  as  Church  lands 
are  public  property,  and  as  the  pastor  of  a  small  portion  of  tho  public,  he 
is  not  entitled  to  appropriate  the  whole  in  opposition  to  the  will  of  the 
reluctant  majority.  Every  shilling  that  the  Established  Clergyman 
exacts  from  an  unwilling  people,  is  as  truly  a  violation  of  the  law  of  God, 
as  an  act  of  theft  or  fraud  ;  and  is  aggravated,  besides,  by  his  sacred 
character,  as  a  professed  teacher  of  the  divine  commands,  and  by  the 
consideration  that  he  is  seizing  the  patrimony  of  the  POOR  to  whom  part 
of  the  tithes  originally  belonged. 

"  For  food,  the  herbs— for  drink,  the  drizzling  raw—"  It  is  too 
notorious,  to  need  our  swelling  this  note  by  quotations  from  authorities 
to  prove,  that  the  peasantry  of  Ireland  for  three  or  four  months  of  the 
summer  are  in  such  wretchedness,  misery,  and  degradation  of  condition, 
as  to  be  obliged  to  live  upon  a  weed  called  prashoch-wcc,  n  species  of 
wild  rape.  This  we  have  personally  witnessed  until  our  feelings  and 
sentiments  of  the  diiFerence  intended  by  the  great  Creator  of  the 
Universe  to  exist  between  the  human  species  and  the  brute  creation, 
were  so  wrought  upon,  that,  in  spite  of  all  artificial  obligation,  we 
found  ourselves  almost  ready  to  exclaim  to  them,  "  how  can  you  keep 
from  robbery  and  plunder?"  but  the  forbearance,  the  noble — the  un- 
obtrusive fortitnde,  of  these  wretched  beings,  were  ever  ready  to 
answer,  "because  God  has  given  us  souls,  and  made  us  superior  in 
mind  to  the  brutes,  though  inferior  in  resources  for  physical  enjoyment!" 

"Aye,  cast  the  POOR  to  feed  upon  the  poor:'  The  poon  of  <hc 
country  parts  of  Ireland  actually  exist  upon  the  sole  bounty  of  the 
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Where  was  their  THIRD  of  all  YOUR  hoarded  store? 
Why  did  you  not  their  right — their  own,  restore  ? 
Where  were  your  GLEBES,  your  BENEFICES,  SEES, 
Your  TITHES,  your  DUES,  your  TENTHS,  your  BURIAL 
FEES — 
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peasantry  and  "Scullogue  farmers."  There  is  not  a  holder  of  a  small 
tenement  throughout  the  country,  on  an  average  that  does  not  pay 
from  £5  to  £10  per  annum  in  potatoes,  milk,  eggs,  &c.  to  support  the 
bocherias,  omedhawns,  cripples,  and  poor  labourers  who  are  thrown 
houseless  on  the  world.  This  they  do,  although,  according  to  the  insti- 
tution of  tithes,  they  pay  it,  besides,  in  trust  to  the  Parson,  in  the  poor's 
share  of  those  imposts. 

"  Where  were  y&ur  glebes,  your  benefices,  sees, 
Your  tithes,  your  dues,  your  tcntAs,  your  burial  fees." 
Mr.  Wakefield  said  the  personal  revenues  of  the  Irish  Bishops  in  hfs 
day  were  to  the  annual  amount  of  £146,000  :    but  the  latest  estimates 
prove  them  to  amount  to  upwards  of  £200,000,  viz : — 


A  rchbishop  of  Arm  agh  .  .  £  1  5,  0  00 

Bishop  of  Ferns  .  . 

£9,000 

— 

Dublin  .. 

15,000 

Kildare       .  . 

9,000 

—      .- 

Tuam     .  . 

10,000 

Ossory 

7,000 

— 

Cashel    .. 

10,000 

—          Cloyne 

8,000 

Bishop  of 

Clogher  .  . 

10,000 

Cork    ..      .. 

7,000 

— 

Dromore.. 

7,000 

Kilialoe      .  . 

8,000 

— 

Down     .  . 

8,000 

Limerick     .  . 

9,000 

— 

Derry    .  . 

18,000 

Waterford.. 

9,000 

—     . 

Kilmore... 

8,000 

Clonfert      .  . 

.5,000 

_ 

Meath    .  . 

9,000 

Elphin 

13,000 

— 

Raphoe  .  . 

11,000 

—         Killala 

5,000 

£210,000 

These  incomes  arise  chiefly  from   estates  belonging  to  the  different 
Sees,  and  but  a  very  small  part  from   tithes.     Mr.  Wakefield  was  of 
opinion  that  in  his  time  the  lands  of  the  undermentioned  Sees  would  let 
for  considerably  more  than  double  those  incomes ;  namely, 
The  Primacy    for  £140,000  per  annum. 
Derry          —      120,000      — 
Kilmore     —     100,000      — 
Waterford—       70,000      — 

Being  for  four  Sees  alone,     £430,000 
We  have  stated  that  the  whole  of  the  Church  property  is  worth  THREE 
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The  hocus-pocus  rattle-trap  of  names, 

On  which  you  found  your  MISSION  and  your  claims  : — 

Say  in  what  BIBLE,  CHAPTER,  and  what  verse, 

Are  these  SEVEN  PLAGUES  ?    in  HEBREW,  GREEK,  or 

ERSE? 

In  LATIN,  GERMAN,  RUSSIAN,  DUTCH,  or  SPANISH, 
ITALIAN,  FRENCH,  AMERICAN,  or  DANISH  ? 
Oh,  I  forgot !  in  IRISH  it  must  be — 
In  IRELAND  sure,  the  whole  SEVEN  PLAGUES  we  see ; 
And  truly,  never  Jitter  PLAGUES  were  given, 
To  prove  a  NATION  cursed  in  wrath  from  HEAVEN  ! 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

MILLIONS,  annually.  The  total  revenue  found  to  be  absolutely  ne- 
cessary for  the  disbursements  of  Ireland  about  the  years  1792  or  1793 
(as  we  recollect)  did  not  exceed  that  sum.  Why  could  not  the  Go- 
vernment of  Ireland  be  now  carried  on  upon  the  Revenues  of  the 
Church,  and  such  an  impoverished  country  be  totally  relieved  of  all 
other  taxes  9 

In  Mr.  Wakefield's  time  the  expense  of  the  Established  Clergy  was 
supposed  to  be  £2,239,586,  in  Ireland.  Mr.  Hume,  in  1824,  contended 
that  it  was  £3,200,000.  This  expense,  it  is  obvious,  is  incurred  at 
the  charge  of  eight  millions  of  people  for  supplying  spiritual  comfort  (!) 
to  about  half  a  million  !  whilst  the  expense  incurred  for  the  spiritual 
wants  of  seven  millions  of  the  same  people,  does  not  exceed  £300,000, 
voluntarily  contributed  and  by  themselves  alone  !  In  England  twenty- 
six  Prelates  administer  to  about  six  millions,  out  of  a  population  of 
twelve  millions.  In  Ireland  twenty-two  Prelates  administer  to  about 
half  a  million,  out  of  a  population  of  eight  millions,  seven-eighths  of 
whom  are  Catholics.  In  England  several  Bishops  receive  no  more 
than  £2,000  or  £3,000.  In  Ireland  none  receive  less  than  £5,000,  and 
some  more  than  £18,000! 

The  Clergy  of  all  the  Christian  world  (leaving  out  England  and  Ire- 
land), France,  the  United  States,  Spain,  Portugal,  Hungary,  Italy, 
Austria,  Switzerland,  Prussia,  German  Small  States;  Holland,  Nether- 
lands, Denmark,  Sweden,  Russia,  the  Christians  in  Turkey,  of  South 
America,  and  of  all  other  parts,  taken  as  one  grand  total,  do  not 
receive  more  than  £8,852,000  for  the  spiritual  guidance  of  about 
200,000,000  of  people !  while  the  Established  Clergy  of  Great  Britain 
receive  £8,896,000  for  the  spiritual  consolation  (!  again)  of  6,500,000 
persons !  and  the  Clergy  of  all  other  denominations  in  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland  for  15,000,000  of  people  receive  £1,025,000,  only. 
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Oh  Reverend  SIRS,  meek  LORDS,  and  pious  GRACES  ! 

May  we  be  bold  to  ask  you  to  your  faces — 

How  can  you  think  that  men  who  wish  the  use 

Of  pure  religion,  will  accept  th'  abuse — 

Will  take  your  words  whene'er  you  choose  to  say 

'Tis/or  their  SOULS,  indeed,  -you  preach  and  pray — 

You  "  do  your  master's  bidding" — and  such  trash, 

When  well  they  know,  you  gloat  upon  their  CASH  ! 

You  put  on  all  the  wardrobe  of  your  TRADE 

To  drawl  out  PRAYERS  and  SERMONS  ready-made  ! 

You  who  with  thoughts  on  tithes  and  SEES  intent, 

Can  not  the  Spirit's  pourings  out  invent, 

Must  needs  betray  your  wishes  in  your  words 

Of  glebes,  fat  BENEFICES  and  bishop's  thirds ! 

Extempore — as  Solomon  imparts — 

"Your   tongues   might  speak  th'  abundance  of  your 

hearts." 

In  time,  my  Lords,  your  threatened  fate  arrest — 
Consent  to  put  your  MISSION  to  the  test; 
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"  You  '  do  your  master's  bidding'  and  such  trash," 

But  with  averted  eyes  the  omniscient  Judge 
Scorns  the  base  hireling,  and  the  slavish  drudge. 

COWPER. 
My  Lord,  my  Lord, 

You  are  meek  and  humble-mouthed ; 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming, 
With  meekness  and  humility  ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  spleen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune,  and  the  royal  favours, 
Gone  slightly  o'er  low  steps  ;  and  now  are  mounted 
Where  powers  are  your  retainers :  and  your  words 
Domestics  to  you,  serve  your  will,  as  't  please 
Yourself  pronounce  their  office.    I  must  tell  you, 
You  tender  more  your  person's  honor,  than 
Your  high  profession  spiritual. 

SHAKSPEAIIE. 

"Consent  to  put  your  mission  to  the  test."  We  agree  with  "M. 
O.  T."  that  their  Reverences  ought  to  put  their  mission  to  the  test,  like 
every  other  denomination  of  Christians.  There  must  be  "  something 
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Resign  the  whole  machinery  of  your  power. 

Then  may  you  live,  perchance,  one  other  hour  : 

Or,  let  your  own  sole  tiny  FLOCK  supply 

The  vast  revenues  of  your  HIERARCHY  ; 

Confine  the  payment  to  the  ORTHODOX — 

See  what  a  ratting  will  be  in  your  FLOCKS  ! 

What  shying-off  to  inexpensive  SECTS, 

What  seeking  out  of  "meek  and  lowly"  texts, 

What  packing-up  of  cushions,  seats,  and  stools, 

What  nods  and  winks  at  dull  remaining  fools, 

What  meagre  forms  of  ghastly,  grim,  DIVINES, 

What  ghosts  of  PARISH  CLERKS  (no  LOAVES,  wo  WINES!) 

What  desolation  in  each  scarlet  PEW, 

What  BEADLES  crying  with  their  noses  blue, 

What — (pity  too  1) — deep  oRGAN-bursting  swells, 

And,  Oh !  what  death-peals  from  the  great  big  BELLS  ! 

Did  he  who  preached  THE  SERMON  ON  THE  MOUNT, 
His  WORDS  SUBLIME,  from  notes  and  briefs  recount  ? 
Those  WORDS  you  heed  not — tho*  with  infamy 
They  brand  you — MONSTERS  OF  HYPOCRISY  ! 

NOTES    BY    THE    EDITORS. 

rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark"  when  force  is  the  only  prop  of  Ascen- 
dency that  can  safely  be  depended  upon.  It  shows  they  have  not 
either  reason  or  scripture  with  them  who  cannot  rely  upon  both,  or 
either;  at  all  events  it  must  be  conclusive,  that  true  religion,  being 
founded  on  principle,  must  prevail,  with  or  without  adventitious 
bolstering  up.  Religion  that  does  not  make  its  way  without  law  and 
riches,  must  be  perverted  from  the  purity  of  its  source,  where  neither 
law  nor  riches  were  ever  admissible  5  and  it  is  the  consciousness  of  this, 
which  deters  the  Established  Clergy  from  trusting  themselves  to  the 
"  loney-proudy"  totter  of  a  "clear  stage,  and  no  favour."  % 

We  think  we  cannot  better  illustrate  these  truths  than  by  simply 
quoting  CHRIST'S  own  words  without  note  or  comment. 

MAT.  vi.  19.  "  Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  TREASURES  upon  earth," 
&c,  21,  "  For  where  your  treasure  is,  THERE  will  your  heart  be  also." 
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•'i  Jf»fi 

For  your  MUCH  TALK  you  think  you  will  be  heard, 
And  REPETITIONS  bandied  to  your  beard — 

YOU  LAY  UP  TREASURES  FOR  YOURSELVES  ON  EARTH, 

(Doubtful  of  Heaven — elsewhere  secure  your  birth  !) 
Commanded  NOT  TO  SERVE  BOTH  GOD  AND  MAMMON, 
As  if  you  only  thought  such  words  "  mere  gammon/' 
You  say  to  GOD  you  give  your  thoughts  and  love — 
That  it's  to  MAMMON,  all  your  ACTIONS  prove! 
With  proctors,  bailiffs,  plotters  in  full  cry, 
To  FLOCKS  YOU  MAY  DEVOUR  by  law,  you  fly  ! 

NOTES    BY    THE   EDITORS. 

"  For  your  much  talk,"  &c  ; 

And  repetitions,"  $c. 

IBID  7.  But  when  ye  pray,  use  not  vain  repetitions,  as  the  heathen 
do  :  for  they  think  that  they  shall  be  heard  for  their  much  speaking. 

"  Commanded,  not  to  serve  both  God  and  Mammon,"  IBID.  24. 
"  No  man  can  serve  two  masters  :  for  either  he  will  hate  the  one,  and 
love  the  other  j  or  else  he  will  hold  to  the  one  and  despise  the  other. 
Ye  cannot  sorve  God  and  Mammon." 

IBID.  x.  38.  "  And  he  that  taketh  not  his  cross,  and  followeth  after 
me,  is  not  worthy  of  me."  viii.  20,  "  And  Jesus  saith  unto  him,  ihe 
foxes  have  holes,  and  the  birds  of  the  air  have  nests  5  but  the  Son  of 
Man  hath  not  where  to  lay  his  head."  Verily,  verily,  Gentlemen  Par- 
sons, Bishops  and  Archbishops,  but  you  do  prove  yourselves  worthy  of 
HIM  with  a  vengeance!  If  you  do  follow  after  HIM  it  is  in  your 
luxurious  COACHES — If  you  do  not  imitate  the  foxes  by  living  in  holes 
nor  the  birds  by  living  in  nests,  it  is  because  your  PALACES,  are  so 
snug  that  you  could  not  think  of  exchanging  them,  for  such  meek  and 
lowly  dwellings. 

"  With  proctors,  bailiffs,  plotters,  in  full  cry, 

To  flocks  you  may  devour  by  law,  you  fly !" 

In  Luke  xi.  39, "Now  do  ye  Pharisees  make  clean  the  out- 
side of  the  cup  and  platter ;  but  your  inward  part  is  full  of  ravening 
and  wickedness."  And  in  Matthew,  the  7th  chapter  and  15th  verse,  as  if 
the  Saviour  were  actually  addressing  the  children  of  the  Reformation^ 
he  says,'  as  every  one  must  see  in  allusion  to  the  Dignitaries  of  mam- 
mon, "  Beware  of  false  prophets,  which  come  to  you  in  sheep's  clothing, 
but  inwardly  they  are  RAVENING  WOLVES.  16,  You  shall  know  them 
by  their  fruits.  Do  men  gather  grapes  of  thorns  or  figs  of  thistles?" 

No,  truly,  but  we  gather  thorns  from  thistles,  the  plague  from  Bishops, 
and  the  leprosy  that  killetb  industry  from  Church  ascendency !  for,  only 
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Now  that  you're  gorged  upon  your  ceaseless  meal, 
And  swollen  as  tuns,  you  stagger  and  you  reel, 
And  fall  and  burst  you  will,  and  men  will  say, 
"  Where  has  our  reason  been  this  many  a  day  ?" 
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for  it  the  revenues  which  their  meek  and  lowly  Reverences  devour, 
would  be  sufficient  to  pay  the  PEACE  ESTABLISHMENT  of  Ireland  and 
to  free  her  people  from  all  other  taxation!  Yes,  the  Peace  Establish- 
ment of  Ireland  in  1792,  was  actually  but  one  million  j  and  of  this, 
£200,000  was  paid  in  bounties,  premiums  for  the  encouragement  of 
manufacture  and  agriculture,  &c.  The  interest  of  our  share  of  the 
debt  ought  not  to  exceed  two  millions  more.  If  usefully  employed, 
the  revenues  of  the  Established  Church  would  be  sufficient  for  the  Go- 
vernment of  Ireland  without  taxes !  Oh  what  an  Eden  then,  would  be 
this  EmertUd  Isle! 


THE 

BACHELOR  OF  ARTS 

AND  THE 

COUNTRYMAN. 


That  fellow  pecks  up  wit,  as  pigeons'  pease ; 
And  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  please  : 
He  is  wit's  pedlar ;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  wassels,  meetings,  markets,  fairs. 

SHAKSPEARB. 

Here  is  a  SURGEON,  Sir,  doth  take  your  fee 

Without  its  offering :  marry,  when  you  lack 

His  aid,  you'll  find,  ifaith,  he  is  more  skilled 

In  jingling  words,  or  in  the  occult  arts, 

Or  abstruce  niceties,  than  in  the  HKALINO  POWERS, 

Wherewith  plain  NATURE — e'en  in  simplest  herbs — 

Doth  manifest  parental  tenderness. 

THE  PARSON- SHOW-BOX. 
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THE  Reverend  Charles  Kilcriste,  A.  B.,  although  one 
of  the  Artillery  of  Orthodoxy,  and  of  no  ordinary  calibre 
in  his  own  opinion,  is  rated  only  as  a  field-piece  by 
the  Master  of  the  Ordnance :  in  short,  he  has  been  all 
his  lifetime  on  an  out- station,  as  a  mere  seventy -Jive 
pounder.  He  came  of  a  good  family,  but  owing  to 
some  imprudent  domestic  arrangements  which  he 
thought  proper  to  make  for  himself  early  in  life,  he 
spent  the  flower  of  his  youth  in  an  estrangement  from 
his  friends,  and  it  was  but  lately  that  a  portion  of  his 
patrimony  descended  to  him  rather  in  spite  of  his  fa- 
mily than  with  their  good  will.  He  was  always  counted 
a  very  learned  personage ;  but,  like  many  possessed  of 
mere  book  knowledge,  he  often  found  things  that  were 
revealed  unto  children,  too  abstruse  for  his  comprehen- 
sion. He  has  been  known  to  pore  over  the  Bible  and 
the  Holy  Fathers  in  an  abstracted  state,  for  a  whole 
fortnight  together,  to  ascertain  how  it  was  that  Moses, 
when  he  had  received  the  Ten  Commandments  from 
heaven,  could  have  been  so  wicked  as  to  be  the  first  to 
set  the  bad  example  of  breaking  them  all  at  once,  until, 
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at  length,  the  kitchen  wench,  who  grieved  to  see  him 
pining  from  the  effects  of  such  close  study,  told  him  that 
"  Moses  let  the  Tables  fall,  and  broke  all  the  Command- 
ments in  one  offer."  This  was  a  lucky  discovery,  and 
served  him  for  learned  disquisitions  during  a  twelve- 
month. At  another  time,  some  wag  put  him  upon  a 
scheme  of  fattening  one  of  his  lean  kine  for  an  ap- 
proaching fair  in  the  village,  by  an  expeditious  process. 
The  plan  was  kept  a  profound  secret  during  a  whole 
week,  as,  probably,  a  patent  was  expected  for  the  in- 
vention, should  it  succeed.  At  length  the  auspicious 
morning  arrived,  and  the  Reverend  Bachelor  of  Arts 
was  to  be  seen  at  cock-shout,  looking  as  busy  and  brim- 
ful of  something  important,  as  a  young  lawyer  with  his 
first  brief  in  hand.  It  was  noticed  by  one  of  his  neigh- 
bours, who  happened  to  be  an  early  riser,  that  his  Reve- 
rence had  been  at  Tom  the  Tinker's  before  dawn,  to 
borrow  the  small  forge  bellows ;  and  sundry  hints  flew 
about,  that  the  lean  cow  would  be  blown  up  for  the  fair ; 
be  that  as  it  may,  at  the  best  hour  of  the  morning,  forth 
stepped  the  cow,  looking  amazingly  plump  and  well, 
but  gasping  at  -every  step  as  his  Reverence  drove  her 
onward  towards  the  fair-green.  Arrived  there,  all 
seemed  to  promise  very  well,  till  a  rough  butcher  came 
up,  and  crying  out,  "  who  sells  the  fat  cow  ?"  gave  her 
a  kick  in  the  belly  that  made  her  almost  faint — presently 
a  rumbling  noise  was  heard — then  a  prolonged  explo- 
sion of  a  dull,  grave  sound;  and,  if  ^Eoluswith  the  four 
winds  of  heaven  in  his  fists,  had  been  let  loose,  he  could 
not  have  kicked  wp  a  greater  storm  than  the  poor  beast 
did,  to  her  infinite  easement  and  relief;  whereat,  his 
Reverence  seeing  one  of  his  fat  kine,  like  a  clap  of 
thunder,  dwindle  instantly  into  a  lean  and  lank  one,  was 
much  moved ;  and  threatening  his  clenched  hand  at  the 
butcher,  he  ejaculated,  "  Oh,  villain  !  Beelzebub  !  pan- 
derer  of  men's  appetites!  thou  hast  spoiled  my  fair  !" 
"  Bethershin,"  exclaimed  the  butcher  very  laconi- 
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cally,  tucking  the  skirt  of  his  trusty  under  his  arm,  arid 
giving  a  flourish  of  his  alpeen  with  the  other,  as  he 
dashed  off  through  the  other  fat  beasts  of  the  fair,  with- 
out seeming  to  care  a  tranieen  for  the  revolution  he  had 
created  in  the  howels  and  condition  of  the  Bachelor  of 
Arts'  cow. 

I  have  made  this  little  preface,  in  order  to  give  you, 
gentle  reader,  a  glimpse  of  insight  into  the  machinery 
of  the  Reverend  Charles  Kilcriste's  pericranium.  The 
scene  which  follows  will  develope  his  powers  of  rea- 
soning upon  doctrinal  points.  You  will  also  perceive 
by  it,  that  he  is  fond  of  a  joke — provided  it  is  at  any  one 
else's  expense — has  a  penchant  for  Irish  slang,  and  in- 
dulges in  a  kind  of  grunting  laugh  whenever  he  thinks 
he  says  a  monstrous  good  thing,  which,  by-the-bye,  oc- 
curs ten  times  in  an  hour. 

THE  BACHELOR  OF  ARTS  AND  THE  COUNTRYMAN. 

SCENE:  A  farmer's  kitchen,  near  the  road  side;  [the  door 
open ;  groups  of  pedestrians  outside,  loitering  about  in  ex- 
pectation of  a  funeral ;  the  Rev.  Charles  Kilcriste,  A.  B. 
(for  we  love  to  give  all  a  divinity-man's  penny-trumpet 
titles,)  inside,  sitting  on  the  settle  opposite  the  door,  crack- 
ing and  sputtering  out  his  jokes  and  quiddities  like  the  pro- 
perty-man in  Der  Freischutz  with  his  fire-works,  whilst 
several  rustics  sit  on  stools  around  him  grinning  as  if  for  a 
wager  through  a  horse-collar ;  Mr.  Tabernacle,  a  sensible 
and  serious-looking  personage  with  a  grave  countenance  un- 
moved, occupies  a  tall-lacked  oak  chair,  as  straight  and 
upright  as  his  own  principles,  and  looking  as  old-fashioned 
as  a  puritan.  To  them  enters  Peter  Omedhawn,  a  bluff' 
scullogue  farmer  with  little  signs  of  mental  care  about  him.] 

His  Reverence — Well,  Peter,  my  man  ;  how  are  you 
this  wet  day:  but  sure  I  need'nt  ask  you,  for  you  look 
as  red  and  rosy  and  broshuck  as  a  Priest  at  a  station- 
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dinner. — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha — [Laughing  up  from  the  bottom 
of  his  boivels.] 

Peter — Bowl  away,  Sir,  bowl  away ;  you're  welcome 
to  your  sport ;  folly  on,  folly  on. 

His  Reverence — Tell  me,  Peter,  were  you  the  man 
that  set  the  Liffey  on  fire  ? — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Peter — Is  it  myself  you  main,  plaise  your  Reverence  ? 
by  my  fay,  bud  I  cou'd'nt  do  that — barn  it  was  a  river 
ov  phwiskey,  an  ids  small  grab  I'd  have  for  settin  that 
a  fire,  I'll  be  bound. 

His  Reverence — Ha,  ha,  ha,  Peter;  it's  you  I  b'lieve. 
I'm  sure  you'd  think  more  about  the  spirit  than  the  real 
presence  of  the  Lifley  if  that  were  the  case. — Ha,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Andy  C. — A  real  Norbury,  by  Jove  ;  but  not  over  and 
above  pious. 

His  Reverence — Piety  and  the  present  company  might 
be  mar-ri-ed.  When  we're  in  Rome  we  must  do  as 
Rome  does  :  we're  now  amongst  the  Romans  you  know  : 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Andy  C. — Another  Norlury !  By  Saint  Kilda,  but  it's 
not  fair  for  your  Reverence  to  pelt  us  with  good  things 
faster  than  we  can  swallow  them. 

His  Reverence — Well,  well,  a  truce.  But  tell  me, 
Peter;  you  that's  a  road- contractor — What's  the  rea- 
son that  you  don't  mend  your  own  ways  f — Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Peter — Anan  ? 

His  Reverence. — If  you  have  any  regard  for  the  nar- 
row road  that  leadeth  unto  eternal  life,  you  ought  to 
mend  your  ways ,  I  say.  Ha,  ha. 

Peter — O-a-h  !  I  sec  what  your  at,  plaise  your  Reve- 
rence :  folly  on,  folly  on. 

His  Reverence — Why  don't  you  go  to  Church,  Cha- 
pel, or  Meeting  ? 

Peter — Faiks,  I  dun-na  ;  barn  it's  a  raisin  I  have  for 
that  same. —  [Winking  hard  at  Mr.  Tabernacle.] 
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His  Reverence — Let  me  see  if  your  raisin  is  worth  a 
/%•.— Ha,  ha,  ha.  What  is  it,  Peter  f 

Peter — Why  then,  you  must  have  it,  plaise  your  Re- 
verence ;  hem !  a-hem !  an  here  it  iz.  I  don't  go  to 
CHURCH  becaise,  d'ye  see,  I  think  the  Clargy  would'nt 
go  there  themselves  no  more  nor  mysel,  only  that 
they're  well  paid  for  it  $  an  sara  rap  Fd  get  for  go-in. 

Omnes — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

His  Reverence — Oh  !  monstrous,  monstrous !  fie,  fie, 
Peter! 

Peter — Another  thin,  plaise  your  Reverence ;  I  nivir 
could  think  their  prayers  worth  list-nin  to,  becaise  they 
are'nt  taken  from  the  heart,  bud  out  iv  a  book — an  that 
same  they  give  for  money,  an  fine  liv-in,  an  rich  cloze, 
an  grate  eatin  an  dhrinkin,  while  they'd  let  them  that's 
iist-nin  starve  an  go  beg  so  as  they  had  their  tides. 
What  love  or  likin  out  iv  pure  frien'ship  could  they 
have  for  our  souls,  whin  they  care  so  little  about  our 
bodies  ? 

His  Reverence — Bad  reasoning,  Peter ;  very  bad,  very 
bad,  indeed  :  but  why  don't  you  go  to  Chapel? 

Peter — Faiks,  becaise  I'm  not  used  to  it,  or  don't  like 

id,  or  never  was  reared  up  to  id,  or for  no  other 

raisin  that  I  know ;  bud  I  could'nt  fall  out  wid  it  on  the 
head  of  money,  becaise  I  don't  think  the  Priest  gets  a 
ha-penny  more  nor  he  earns  an  whatever  people  plaise 
to  give  him,  which  may  be  nothin  at  all  at  all  if  they 
like,  an  what  law  is  there  for  it  ? 

His  Reverence — And  why  don't  you  go  to  Meeting  ? 

Peter — I'm  thinkin  ov  id,  but  did'nt  make  up  my 
mind  yit :  main  time,  id  does'nt  signify  much  I  think 
any  how,  for  I  can  read  my  Bible  as  handy  as  any  of 
them  mysel.  I  have  nochins  ov  the  greatness  an  good- 
ness of  God  in  my  own  mind,  that  none  bud  himsel  could 
give  me.  If  I  was  to  folly  sthrickly  his  words,  I'd  do 
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better  than  to  folly  your  Reverence's  words — no  dispa- 
ragement. I  often  find  mysel  religious  in  the  open 
fields ;  may  be,  more  nor  I  wou'd  in  Church,  Chapel  or 
Meeting;  there  is'nt  a  daisy,  or  butter-cup,  or  p'yatee- 
blossom,  that  comes  from  the  finger  of  God,  that  does'nt 
show  me  more  of  his  goodness  than  iver  I  hard  from  a 
Ministher  or  Bishop  in  all  ^my  life  put  together,  an  I'm 
sure  I  hard  ten  Bishops  that  cost  us  a  mint  of  money. 

His  Reverence — Ah  !  Peter  ;  I'm  afraid  you're  either 
cracked,  or  a  gone  sinner  !  you  are  lost  for  want  of  the 
grace  of  God ! 

Peter — What's  the  grace  of  God,  plaise  your  Reve- 
rence ? 

His  Reverence — Eh  !  Is  it  possible  you  don't  know 
what  the  grace  of  God  is  ? 

Peter — I  often  heer  talk  ov  id ;  bud  may  be  id's  ea- 
sier to  heer  ov  id,  than  to  know  what  id  is.  But  sure 
your  Reverence  will  tell  uz  all  about  id — id's  the  least 
we  may  have  the  worth  ov  our  penny  out  iv  you. 

His  Reverence — That  I  will.  The  grace  of  God  is  the 
special  favour  of  the  Almighty,  bestowed  on  his  elect 
people. 

Peter — Pul-lil-lil  lue  !  are'nt  we  all  his  people  ? 

His  Reverence — But  not  among  the  elect. 

Peter — Well,  an  how  are  we  to  get  among  the  elect  ? 

His  Reverence — By  the  special  gift  of  God. 

Peter — An  why  is'nt  he  as  sfjecial  to  me  as  to  you  ?  If 
you  get  id,  an  I  don't,  id  is'nt  even  justice  :  that  I'll 
nevir  believe  of  God. 

His  Reverence — You  did'ut  look  for  it  with  contri- 
tion, humility,  and  singleness  of  heart. 

Peter — An  you  did  ?  I  know  that  I  am  as  willing  to  do 
God's  bidding  as  any  body  can  be  :  I  often  ask  him  in 
private,  as  he  directs,  to  put  id  into  my  heart  to  do  what 
wid  be  pluisin  to  him :  I  am  willin  to  sarve  him  with- 
out fee,  favour,  or  reward — an  you  must  he  paid  for  your 
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sarvice,  which  the  Lord-dee  knows  is  no  sarvice  at  all ; 
so,  would'nt  id  be  mighty  unjust  if  what  you  say  was 
true,  that  he  favoured  you  more  nor  me  ? 

His  Reverence  [in  a  great  passion] — Out !  out,  you  in- 
fidel !  Open  the  way,  and  let  me  fly  from  this  house  of 
sin — clear  the  door,  I  say  ! 

[Exit  in  a  rage.] 

Mr.  Tabernacle — I  believe,  friend  Peter,  that  thou 
wert  the  man  that  did  set  the  Liffey  on  fire — thou  hast 
extinguished  that  sinful  hireling,  however. 

Omnes — Ha,  ha,  ha!  good,  Peter;  good,  very  good, 
Peter. — [Slapping  him  on  the  back.]  His  Reverence 
won't  crack  any  more  jokes  to-day  :  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mr.  Tabernacle — I  desire  to  set  thee  right,  Peter,  for 
I  see  that  thou  art  reasonable.  Man,  having  a  free  will, 
may  choose  between  good  and  evil.  God  has  a  store  of 
grace,  ample  enough  for  every  human  being  that  this 
world  ever  saw.  Every  one  who  asks  with  faith  and 
sincerity  will  get  that  which  he  asks — hath  he  not  said, 
"  knock  and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  ye — ask  and  ye  shall 
receive  ?" 

Peter — That's  reasonable  advice,  an  I  thank  you  for 
it  because  it's  free,  an  you  charge  nothin  for  it  like  him 
that  ran  away  from  us.  If  you  had  forced  me  to  pay 
you  the  tenth  of  all  I  was  worth  in  the  world  for  your 
advice  first,  an  then  talked  nonsense  to  me,  I  would'nt 
give  a  pinch  of  snuff  for  all  you  could  say  in  a  twelve- 
month, even  if  you  war  as  glib  as  the  Parson  at  id. 

Andy  C. — Here's  the  hearse,  here's  the  hearse,  come 
out  and  join  the  funeral. 

[Exit  omnes.] 
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Beautiful  Island !  of  your  woes  and  wail, 
Is  there  no  damning  record  writ  on  high  > 
And  are  your  tears  to  blot  the  poet's  tale, 
Alone?       ****** 

EIFFE'S  POEMS  ;  (just  published.} 

JUDGE  of  the  nations  !  in  whose  balanced  hand 
Hangs  certain  retribution — moo  hast  been 
Observant  of  their  sufferings  in  the  land 
THOU  gavest  them  as  heritage — THOU  hast  seen 
How  calculated  famine's  fleshless  mien 
Stalked  to  the  grave— unpitied  and  unfilled— 
Whilst  bloated  MAMMON,  in  his  pampered  sheen, 
Looked  from  his  hoarded  granaries— nor  thrilled 
One  breast  a  pitying  pang  t       *        *       * 

Ibid. 

*       *       *       with  meekness  on  his  brow, 
A  sanctified  impostor— 'fore  the  throne 
Of  the  high  CO-ETERNAL  !  bending  down, 
And  as  he  bends,  the  demon  to  his  throat 
Hushing,  as  prays  he  with  an  idle  moan— 
For  falsehood  soils  the  wretched  slanderer's  mouth, 
That  strives  to  chatter  prayers  'mid  all  the  wrongs  he  doth. 

Ibid. 
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ONCK  upon  a  time  there  was  a  certain  Island  east- 
ward of  North  America,  and  indeed  it  exists  to  this  day, 
where  the  strangest  state  of  society  prevailed  that  ever 
was  seen.  The  inhabitants  were  divided  into  classes, 
differing  so  much  from  each  other  in  their  views,  mo- 
tives, and  self-interests,  that  it  would  puzzle  Sir 
Thomas  More  himself  to  hash  them  together,  and 
cook  up  a  Utopian  mess,  fit  to  lay  before  any  cannibals 
in  the  western  hemisphere.  Their  great  Papa,  (or 
king  as  it  might  be  translated  in  our  language,)  lived 
in  another  Island,  half  a  day's  sail  eastward  of  theirs. 
Some  cousin  of  this  Papa,  nine  hundred  and  ninety- 
nine  times  removed,  had  conquered  the  Island  first 
mentioned,  the  name  of  which  is  the  "  Green  Island," 
nearly  seven  hundred  years  ago.  By  reason  of  a  kind  of 
sorcery  which  this  conqueror  and  his  successors  under- 
stood and  practised  very  well,  they  were  able  to  keep 
their  conquest  safe  and  sound  up  to  the  present  day. 
It  is  said  that  this  sorcery  was  nothing  more  nor  less 
than  the  art  of  tickling  the  natives  with  bits  of  straws, 
until  they  should  fall  a  scrambling  and  kicking  and 
teazing  one  another  about  worthless  chips,  or  some 
nonsensical  things  of  that  kind,  when  they  were  always 
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found  to  be  an  easy  prey ;  and  they  were  as  quietly 
knocked  on  the  head  as  booby  fowl.'  The  present  Papa 
is  a  very  jolly  and  good  hearted  sort  of  a  Papa ;  who, 
after  spending  his  youth  skimming  over  the  surface 
of  the  sea  in  a  great  big  canoe  twice  the  size  of  a  house, 
was  most  unexpectedly  called  upon  to  become  the 
Papa  of  the  two  Islands  and  a  great  many  colonies  be- 
longing to  them,  upon  the  death  of  his  brother.  This 
sailor  Papa's  brother  had  been  a  very  wasteful  and  ex- 
pensive Papa.  It  may  seem  strange  to  say  that  he 
was  wasteful  and  expensive,  because  those  words,  in 
our  language,  mean  something  blameable  5  and  there  is 
a  law  in  those  Islands  we  are  describing,  which  says, 
that,  "  the  Papa  can  do  no  wrong."  Yet,  in  spite  of 
this  law,  which  is  supposed  to  be  a  great  deal  better 
than  gospel,  there  are  people  in  those  Islands  actually 
so  silly  and  absurd,  as  to  believe  that  their  late  Papa 
did  a  great  many  very  foolish  and  wicked  things. — 
Were  there  ever  such  childish  people  seen !  to  think 
that  a  person  who  could' nt  do  a  thing,  could  do  it? 
But  to  return  to  our  story.  The  present  Papa  keeps  a 
great  many  right-hand  men  about  him,  whom  they 
call  "  sycophants,"  that  is,  in  our  language,  most 
noble  and  high  "  state  personages,"  or  as  some  would 
have  it,  "  NOBILITY  ;"  and  these  right-hand  men  are 
considered  \hejirst  class,  though  infinitely  the  least  nu- 
merous in  the  society  of  the  Islands.  There  is  another 
class  under  the  thumb  of  the  Papa,  called  the  "  pan- 
derers,"  who  are  the  creatures  of  the  first  class  and 
subservient  to  them :  this  word  "  panderers/'  in  our 
language  might  be  construed  "  common-ers/'  only  that 

they  are  un-common-r s  in  point  of  fact ;  so  that 

it  is  hard  to  translate  them.  There  are  various  other 
grades  under  those  two  classes,  and  for  brevity  sake, 
we  will  call  all  those  grades,  the  third  class,  throwing 
out  a  fourth,  who  arc  magicians,  which,  if  the  word 
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Could  be  translated,  might  be  imagined  by  a  few,  to 
mean  the  same  thing  as  "  established  rights"  would 
with  us. 

Now  the  history  of  this  strange  people,  and  of  their 
manners,  laws,  arid  customs,  would  be  worth  reading, 
if  we  had  time  to  indite  the  matter  :  but  please  God  we 
shall  hereafter  have  both  time  and  opportunity;  so,  for 
the  present  we  shall  content  ourselves  with  a  few  ob- 
servations necessary  for  our  present  purpose,  which  is, 
to  let  you,  gentle  reader,  into  the  secret  about  one  of 
their  customs.     Of  all  the  people  under  the  sun,  it  is 
most  strange  that  the  people  of  the  Green  Island,  in  the 
midst  of  riches  are  the  poorest,  in  the  midst  of  fertility 
and  abundance  are  the  most  starved,  in  the  midst  of 
<(  law"  and  (s  justice"  are  the  most  imposed  upon,  and 
in  the  midst  of  shouts  and  boasts  of  "  liberty"  are  the 
most  abject  and  enslaved  !  The  two  firstof  the  classes  be- 
fore alluded  to,  roam  the  land  like  vampires,  but  sucking 
the  blood  of  the  living  instead  of  the  dead;  and  th«  fourth 
class,  the  Magicians,  suck  not  only  the  blood  of  those  two, 
but  also  the  last  dregs  from  the  veinsof  those  unfortunates 
already  drained ;  and  like  true  vampires,  they  feed  upon 
the  dead  also  !    How  this  comes  to  pass  is  as  follows : 
The  people  of  the  "  Green  Island"  are  strangely  formed. 
If  you  select  one  of  them  and  look  upon  him   steadily, 
you  will  think  he  is  the  image  of  a  God.     His  person 
is  upright ;  and  he  stands  upon  two  feet  only,  the  soles 
whereof  are  so  small  in  proportion  to  his  bulk  and  size, 
that  it  seems  supernatural  how  he  can  with  such  ease 
and  beauty  of  motion  support  himself  on  so  narrow  a 
foundation  :  his  air  is  majestic,  and  his  presence  noble  : 
he  hath  command   by  the  very  glance  of  his  counte- 
nance over  all  the  other  animals  of  that  Island ;  and 
his  eye  beameth  with  intelligence.     He  consists  of  two 
separate  and  distinct  creations,  namely,  that  outward 
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and  visible  form  which  is  perceptible  to  your  senses, 
and  another  distinct  and  invisible  creation  which  is 
within  him,  and  of  the  nature  of  which,  he  is,  himself, 
altogether  ignorant.  The  outward,  or  as  we  may  term 
it)  substantive  form,  which  may  be  seen,  felt,  heard, 
and  understood,  is  called  his  body  and  is  of  a  fragile 
and  perishable,  though  inimitable  texture.  The  unsub- 
stantial creation  within  him,  which  cannot  be  seen,  felt, 
heard,  nor  understood,  is  called  the  "  spark,"  the  nearest 
word  to  which  in  our  language,  is  SOUL  ;  and  this 
spark  is  invisible,  unsubstantial,  undying,  and  incom- 
prehensible. A  few  of  the  inhabitants  hold,  that  the 
spark  is  extinguishable  with  the  corporeal  substance, 
but  the  bulk  of  the  people  are  of  the  contrary  opinion. 
Those  who  on  the  general  principle  of  the  undying 
nature  of  the  spark  agree,  differ  exceedingly  as  to  its 
future  abodes  when  separated  from  the  gross  substance  ; 
one  part  of  the  Islanders  maintaining  that  it  hath  no 
chance  but  of  two  abodes  hereafter,  the  one  extremely 
miserable,  and  the  other  extremely  blissful.  The  pre- 
ponderating proportion  of  the  inhabitants  believe  that, 
in  Addition  to  these  two  abodes,  there  is  a  third,  or 
resting  place,  where  such  as  tlo  not  deserve  the  one  or 
merit  the  other,  may  .be  prepared  by  a  process  as  yet 
unknown,  for  future  beatitude.  But  what  makes  the 
strangest  peculiarity  in  the  characters  of  these  people 
is,  that  while  the  whole  Island,  for  centuries,  has  been 
in  a  state  of  civil  war  about  these  abstract  and  meta- 
physical doctrines  upon  points  beyond  human  ken, 
(and  concerning  which  the  one  has  no  more  right  to 
controul  or  .influence  the  other,  than  a  cobbler  would 
have  who  should  tell  a  blacksmith  that  he  must  and 
should  put  on  his  horse-shoes  better  with  a  wax-end 
than  he  could  with  horse-nails,)  they  would  not,  at  the 
same  time,  take  the  least  pains  to  put  their  heads  to- 
gether and  consult  about  any  general  plan  for  the  good 
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or  support  of  the  more  tangible  and  visible  parts,  their 
bodies :  as  if,  that  which  is  invisible  and  incompre- 
hensible admitted  of  more  dictatorial  dogmas  than  that 
which  is  substantial,  and  could  be  grappled  with  like 
the  nose  on  your  face.  But  the  most  laughable  of  all 
their  customs  is  a  compulsion,  by  which,  fifteen~six- 
teenths  of  the  Islanders  are  obliged  to  yield  up  a 
tenth  part  of  all  they  are  worth  in  the  world  to  enable 
the  odd  sixteenth  to  hold  fast  and  keep  to  the  opposing 
opinion  it  maintains  against  them,  and  about  which  all 
their  contentions  arise!  No  other  country,  but'oae 
famous  all  over  the  world  for  laughable  blunders,  could 
be  entitled  to  the  enjoyment  of  such  a  rich  blunder  as 
this.  The  way  in  which  it  originated  was  by  the 
former  Papas  of  the  Island,  in  their  idiocity  anc^ weak- 
ness, allowing  the  Magician  Vampires  to  get  into  pos- 
session of  an  Ascendency  which  nothing  short  of  a  de- 
termined convulsion  could  now  get  rid  of.  These  Magi- 
cians dwell  greatly  upon  an  old  code  of  laws,  (which  some 
suppose  to  have  been  long  since  superceded  by  a  new  dis- 
pensation teaching  that  a  man  should  not  put  on  his 
duty  towards  his  Creator  once  a  week  as  he  would  his 
Sunday  suit,  but  that  he  should  be  found  as  faithful  and 
just  every  day  as  on  a  particular  day,)  nay,  they  pretend 
that  all  the  laws  and  the  prophets  hang  out  of  this  code  of 
laws,  (for  it  is  particularly  favorable  to  their  own  ag- 
grandisement and  scheming,)  which  says,  "  six  days  shalt 
thou  labour" — (that  is,  labour  under  us  while  we  go 
among  you  in  the  capacity  of  vampires  sucking  from 
you  the  tenth  of  that  labour,)  and  "  the  seventh  thou 
shalt  rest :"  (that  is,  come  to  a  place  where  we  may  lec- 
ture you  into  submission  to  our  blood-sucking  ascend- 
ency ;)  however,  to  show  how  clearly  their  practices 
are  detected,  very  few  throughout  the  Island  go  near 
these  vampires  of  ascendency  on  the  seventh  day,  being 
disgusted  with  their  hypocrisy;  for  the  natives  suffer 
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too  much  during  the  other  six,  by  their  sucking  pro- 
pensities and  practices,  to  have  any  love  or  liking  for 
their  invitations  on  the  seventh. 

It  is  a  pity  that  our  limited  space  here  warns  us  to 
conclude  this  little  notice  of  these  interesting  Islanders, 
for  we  have  much  to  say  about  the  peculiarities  of  their 
circumstances ;  however,  for  the  present  we  must  rest 
satisfied  with  this  specimen  of  a  narrative  which  we 
contemplate  giving  at  a  future  day.  In  order  to  fur- 
nish hints  for  a  just  idea  of  the  genius  of  the  people, 
it  may  not  be  amiss  to  subjoin  a  real  dialogue  which 
lately  took  place  in  the  Island  between  a  "  Magician'' 
and  a  "  Native,"  two  words  which  we  have  translated 
into  "  Magisterial  Divine,  and  Baker :"  we  have  also 
endeavoured  to  make  the  idioms  of  their  language  in- 
telligible by  familiar  expressions  in  our  own :  for  in- 
stance, their  word,  "  food  Jit  for  human  beings,"  we 
translate  "  bread,"  "  holy-day"  we  translate  "  sabbath/* 
"  instrument"  we  translate  "  police,"  &c.  &c. 

TRANSLATION. 

fScENE  :  AN  "  INSTRUMENT"  ROOM  :  a  diminutive  dark-looking 
Magician  domineering  over  three  or  four  beefy-looking 
fellow-dictators,  all  looking  as  proud  and  exclusive  as  the 
ehosen  few,  the  elect;  to  them  enters  a  robust  mallet- 
headed  customer  with  a  white  apron  before  him,  one  corner 
of  which  is  tucked  under  his  apron-string,  and  he  holds  a 
pasty-looking  caubeen  with  great  nonchalance  under  his 
arm  :] 

Magician- divine — (Quite  snappish  and  short) — Who 
are  you  ? 

Rough-customer— I  am  a  man,  why  then. 

Magician-divine — I  mean  what  are  you,  and  what  do 
you  want  ? 

Rough-customer — I  am  a  baker,  and  I  want  even- 
handed  jistace,  af  that  same  bay-n't  too  scarce. 

Magician-divine—  Who  has  injured  you  ? 
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Rough-customer — The  Peelers,  ach width. — [Leering 
icith  a  laughing  devil  in  the  corner  of  his  blue  eye.~\ 

Magician-divine — Come  to  the  point.  Sir,  and  say 
what  has  occured  between  you  and  them  ? 

Rough-customer — Och,  not  a  ha-pirth  bud  what  the 
likes  ov  uz  often  get  from  their  bethers,  an  that's 
plenty  of  no  fair  play  at  all;  they  tormint  the  life  out 
i^  me  for  doin  what  others  do,  without  as  much  as 
being  sneezed  at. 

Magician-divine  peevishly] — What  is  it,  Sir? 

Rough-customer — Why  thin  introth  an  I'll  tell  you 
all  about  it  in  a  pair  of  minits,  af  you  let  me  take  my 
own  courses.  I  want  to  know  from  your  worships  af 
the  Pileece  may  hinther  me  from  sellin  bread  iv  a 
Sunday  ? 

Magician  divine  [with  energy] — Indeed  and  they 
may  and  shall :  and  with  the  blessing  of  God  they  must 
put  down  all  profanation  of  the  sabbath. 

Rough-customer — I  have  nothin  to  say  again  ptittin 
down  profanation  iv  the  sabbath ;  but  sellin  bread  is 
not  wickedness,  an  if  it  be  lawful  to  eat  bread  on  that 
day,  there  can  be  no  mischief  in  sellin  it  to  those  that 
want  it  to  eat. 

Magician-divine — There  is  this  difference,  that  your 
motive  for  selling  it  is  not  purely  to  feed  the  people 
who  buy  it,  but  to  make  money  for  yourself  out  of  the 
sale  of  it.  You  may  eat  as  much  bread  as  you  please, 
and  you  may  give  it  to  others  to  eat,  but  you  must 
not  profane  the  sabbath  by  making  out  your  livelihood 
from  what  you  do  on  that  sacred  day. 

Rough-customer — Well  aghra,  af  the  law  is  so,  we 
cant  help  id,  an  must  submit ;  bud  the  likes  ov  id  is'nt 
fair,  may  be. 

Magician-divine — How,  Sir  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?  we 
are  not  here  to  question  the  justice  of  the  law,  but  to 
see  it  executed. 
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Rough-customer  [leaning  forward  in  a  conciliatory 
posture,  and  trying  to  hide  the  laughing  devil  in  the 
corner  of  his  eye.'] — What  I  main,  plaise  your  honor,  is, 
does  the  same  law  fasten  every  body  as  well  as  mysel 
from  earnen  their  bread  iv  a  Sunday  ? 

Magician- divine  [a  good  deal  softened  at  the  sound  of 
"  plaise  your  honor"'] — Unquestionably  it  does  ;  the  laws 
are  no  respecters  of  persons :  every  one  who  turns  his 
exertions  on  that  day  into  a  source  of  profit  or 'emolu- 
ment is  equally  guilty. 

Rough-customer  [aside] — How  he  hangs  himsel ! — 
Bud,  your  worship,  secon  case,  that  a  body  couhTnt  get 
id  to  earn  any  other  day — or  suppose  a  poor  man  had 
a  horse  and  jauntin-car  by  which  he  c'ud  earn  as  much 
iv  a  Sunday  in  dhrawin  passengers  to  church,  as  wid 
keep  himself  an  his  chilther  in  victils  for  the  week,  an 
that  he  knows  he's  doin  a  good  work  in  bringin  them 
to  your  honor  and  to  God,  is  he  breakin  the  sabbath 
then? 

Magician-divine — Unquestionably  he  is  guilty,  be- 
cause it  is  not  for  the  good  work  of  drawing  people  to 
God  he  is  incited,  but  for  the  gain  he  has  by  so  doing. 

Rough-customer  [bowing  as  he  retires'] — Thank  your 
honor,  I'll  submit  to  the  law—  [going."] 

Magician- divine — I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  amenable. 

Rough-customer  [suddenly  returning  from  the  door] — 
Might  I  be  so  bowld  as  to  ax  your  honor  anoder  ques- 
tion ? 

Magician-divine — Indeed  you  may,  twenty;  your 
submission  to  reason  and  justice  entitles  you  to  consi- 
deration. 

Rough-customer — Thank  your  honor.  I'm  bud  an 
ignorant  body  an  has  no  larnin,  an  may  be  I'd  say  what 
wudn't  be  janteel,  bud  id's  no  offence  I  main — All  the 
world  knows  your  honor  has  no  estate— an  mores  the 
pity  such  a  nice  jantlemari  wasn't  a  juke  or  an  er'l — 
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bud  has  your  worship  much  to  live  on? — -[bashfully 
squeezing  his  caubeen  at  this  bold  feeler.] 

Magician-divine— No  indeed  ;  I  have  no  inheritance  ; 
nothing  but  my  living  to  support  me,  and  you  know 
I  have  a  large  family. 

Hough-customer — An  a  fine  one,  bless  the  purty  cra- 
thurs  !  could  your  honor  do  widdout  your  livin  at  all  at 
all  ?  [hesitatingly,  and  twisting  his  dhudeen  in  the  band 
of  the  caubeen} . 

Magician-divine — That  I  could  not,  most  assuredly. 
How  should  I  and  my  family  exist  ? 

Hough-customer — Oh,  God  forbid  they  an  your  ho- 
nor shouldn't  have  lashins  an  lavins — bud  has  your 
honor  much  to  do  for  what  ye  get  ? 

Magician-divine — I  have  all  the  duties  of  my  station 
to  perform  :  duties,  which  I  hope  I  fulfill  strictly  and 
conscientiously ;  and  these  duties  are  not  light.  I 
never  yet  missed  of  going  through  the  regular  routine 
of  the  Church  Service  as  set  down  for  me  in  print :  I 
preach  a  sermon  of  my  own  composition  which  I  have 
had  the  labour  of  writing  out  previously  from  some 
approved  book,  and  I  exercise  the  children  of  the  parish 
after  Church  in  the  Catechism  ;  so  that  I  know  of  no 
Clergyman  who  does  more  on  a  Sunday  than  I  do  to 
earn  the  trifle  I  get  by  my  living. 

Rough- customer — An  do  the  fellows  keep  clear  wid 
your  honor ;  do  they  pay  you  honestly  for  what  you  do 
for  'em  ? 

Magician-divine — I  acknowledge  that  they  do,  and  as 
far  as  that  goes  we  are  quits. 

Rough-customer  [hesitatingly  and  inquisitively] — I'll 
be  bound  af  they  didn't,  your  honor  wudn't  be  such 
a  fool  as  to  give  them  your  value  for  nothin  ? 

Magician-divine — Certainly ;  they  could  not  expect  it. 

Rough-customer  [boldly,  and  throwing  off  all  dis~ 
guise] — I  heerd  read  out  of  the  Bible  "  Out  of  thy  own 
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mouth  shall  I  condemn  thee."  Your  Reverence  is  a 
worse  Sabbath -breaker  nor  I  am.  You  live  by  the 
wages  of  your  Sunday's  labour — so  good  morning  to 
your  Reverence— this  is  even-handed  justice  in  airnist  ? 
[going.'] 

Magician-divine  [much  confounded  and  with  great 
passion] — Come  back,  Sir  !  come  back  till  I  explain. 

Hough-customer — No  occasion,  Sir — *you  said  anuff 
about  it :  I  see  the  sort  of  justice  you  are  giving  me, 
I  must  only  pocket  it,  an  be  contint ;  bud  I  see  there 
are  others  in  the  world  as  bad  as  myself,  an  worse,  for  I 
only  make  a  trade  of  my  bread,  bud  they  make  their 
bread  out  iv  their  religion,  an  have  the  law  in  their  own 
hands  to  twisht  their  trade  what  way  they  like  for  their 
own  advantage — good  by — good  by — [exit,  whistling 
"  Over  the  hills  and  far  away."] 

[HERE  ENDETH  THE  SECOND  LESSOR.] 


"SIMONY  HALL,;" 

OB, 

STRANGE  DOINGS  IN  FOREIGN  PARTS. 

Translated  from  the  Language  of  the  Inhabitants  of  the  GREEN  ISLAND. 


Monstro  voluptatem  egregiam,  cui  nulla  theatra, 
Nulla  sequare  queas.    Praetoris  pulpit  a  lauti. 

JUVE.VAL,  SAT.  XIV. 
lucri  bonus  est  odor  ex  re 
Qu&ibet. 

Ibid. 
Unde  habeas  quaerit  nemo  >  sed  oportet  habere. 

Ibid. 
Quis  metus,  aut  pudor  est  unquam  properantis  avari  ? 

Ibid. 

And  think  you,  Gentlemen,  this  merchandize, 
Which  ye,  yourselves,  say,  is  beyond  all  price, 
Will  sell  as  cheaply  as  a  penny  trump  ? 
I  wot  you'll  find  no  slender  purse  can  buy 
A  stewardship  in  the  vineyard  (as  you  call  it) 
Where  ye  have  set  a  GOLD  CALF  for  your  GOD  ! 
Gird  up  your  loins,  and  fill  your  pouches,  Sirs, 
And  hasten  to  the  Temple  of  the  Money-changers, 
Where  you'll  find  a  "  CURB  OF  Scuts"  to  purchase  1 

JEW- VENAL'*  Satires. 
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STRANGE  DOINGS  IN  FOREIGN  PARTS, 


SCENE  :  AN  AUCTION  MART  IN  THE  "  GREEN  ISLAND."  [A 
business-like  Auctioneer  is  seen  mounted  in  a  second-hand 
Pulpit,  with  his  white  ivory  hammer  in  his  hand  ready  for 
action ;  his  Porter,  who  is  one  of  the  Natives,  sits  on  a  pur- 
ple kneeling-stool  at  the  door,  inviting  the  Bidders,  whereat 
a  posse  comitatus  of  black  looking  gentry  approach,  and 
skulk  in  with  money-bags  in  hand.} 

Porter — Step  in  to  the  Auction !  Step  in  to  the 
Auc ! 

First  Slack  Gentleman  [whispering  in  the  Porter's 
ear] — What's  selling  to-day  ? 

Porter — A  "  CURB  OF  SOULS  !"  plaise  your  Reve- 
rence, step  in  to  the  Auc ! 

First  Black  Gentleman — Will  it  go  high  ? 

Porter — Faiks,  I  dunna ;  ids  a  mighty  nate  one,  an 
there's  haips  ov  greedy  luckin  gents  cum-min  up  the 
jsthreete  wid  th^ir  purses  in  their  fists.  Whisht !  by  the 

*  We  extract  from  Saunders's  Newspaper  of  some  day  in  November 
last,  the  following  advertisement : — 

"  MONEY, 

"  From  ^3000  to  ^5000  will  be  given  for  a  Presentation  to  a  Living.— Application, 
**  &c.  to  Anderson  and  Co.  Commercial  Buildings,  Dame -street,"  &c. 

Such  things  are  as  notorious  as  the  sun  at  noon  day !  for  the  Temple  is 
Cull  of  Money-changers. 
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powthers  here's  more  iv  them  whip't  round  the  corner 

a-top  ov  uz.     Step  into  the  Auc ! 

[All  the  black  Gents  rush  in  impatiently.'] 

Auctioneer — Welcome,  Gem-men,  welcome  \  beauti- 
ful thing,  Gem-men,  a  perfect  gem  ;  the  very  bijou  of  a 
GLEBE;  happy  to  see  you,  Gem-men,  manifest  this 
pleasing  alacrity  at  "  THE  CALL,"  to 

Porter— Step  in  to  the  Auc I 

Auctioneer :  — to  show  your  country  and  your  God, 
that  in  the  sacred  duty  of  religion  you  are  ever  ready 
with  your  persons  and  your  purses,  to 

Porter — Step  in  to  the  Auc ! 

Auctioneer — to  lay  down  both  for  the  ministry,  which, 
please  Providence,  you  shall  have  the  full  benefit  of 
hereafter.  In  such  a  sacred  character  as  you  profess 
every  man  should 

Porter— Step  into  the  Auc 

Auctioneer~\&y  aside  mercenary  motives  by  laying 
down  his  money-bags,  which  I  am  ready  to  rid  you  ofr 
and  take  care  of  for  more  worldly  purposes  ;  it  must  be 
pleasing  in  the  sight  of  the  Almighty,  to  see  you.  Gem- 
meti,  — — 

Porter — Step  in  to  the  Auc ! 

Auctioneer — manifesting  your  anxiety  for  "  THE  CURE 
OF  SOULS  !"  I  beg  parddn  for 'detaining  you  so  long, 
Gem-men,  from  the  matter  HI  hand,  to  which  we  shall 
forthwith  'proceed.  This  deed,  Gem-men,  which  I  hold 
in  my  hand,  is  the  presentation  to  ALL  THAT  AND  THOSE 
the  splendid  MESSUAGE  and  TENEMENT,  with  right  of 
COPYHOLD  for  life,  called  "  SIMONY  HALL,  situate  lying 
and  being,  Gem-men,  in  a  fine  sporting  country ; 

Young  Black  Gent. — [rubbing  Ms  Reverend  hands  with 
great  glee~] — Excellentissime  !  Fox- hounds  or  harriers  ? 

Auctioneer— there  are  ttvo  Clubs  attached  to  these 
hounds,  Gemmen,  comprising  many  of  the  Nobility 
and  rich  Commoners  of  rank,  who  bleed  well  at  the 
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e- a- tables,  give  magnificent  suppers,  and  push  claret 
about  as  plentifully  as  small  beer 

Omnes  Slack  Gents  [smacking  their  lips  and  patting 
their  Reverend  stomachs'] — Excellent,  excellent !  put  it 
up,  put  it  up  ! 

Auctioneer — Yes,  Gem-men,  and  there  is  a  coppice- 
wood  contiguous  to  the  glebe  lands,  where  woodcocks 
are  as  plenty  as  blackberries. 

Longshot  Black  Gents  [cocking  their  eye,  and  point- 
ing  their  Reverend  fingers  in  imitation  of  a  sure  shot] — 
Bang  !  bang  !  right  and  left :  down  two,  by  Jove  ! 

Auctioneer — Then,  Gem-men,  think  of  the  convivial 
pleasure  of  dining  out  almost  every  day  after  the  sports 
of  the  field ;  think  of  the  circulating  glass,  and  the 
game  of  whist,  the  loo  tables  and  the  pools  ! 

Old  Black  Gents  [putting  on  their  spectacles,  and  pe- 
rusing the  deed  with  great  anxiety] — There  is  no  with- 
standing this.  Five  hundred  pounds  bid  for  it  I 

Auctioneer — Patience,  Gem-men  ;  I  have  not  yet  enu- 
merated all  the  beauties,  conveniences,  and  advantages 
belonging  to  "  SIMONY  HALL."  I  have  not  even  men- 
tioned its  income,  how  paid,  the  duties  required,  nor  in 
short  a  tithe  of  its  perfections. 

[Here,  at  the  sound  of  the  word  TITHK  all  the  Black 
Gents  gloat  upon  tJie  BEED  as  if  they  would  devour 
it  out  of  pure  affection.'] 

Stout  Black  Gent — A  thousand  pound  for  the  deed ! 

Auctioneer — Patience,  Gem-men,  I'm  in  no  hurry. 
Now,  Gem-men,  first  as  to  the  income  of  "  SIMONY 
HALL,"  I  am  sure  it  will  increase  your  zeal  in  your  sa- 
cred "  calling,"  when  I  announce  to  you  that  it  is  clear 
fifteen  hundred  a  year  ! 

Omnes  Black  Gents  [screaming  out  with  a  confusion 
of  tongues  equal  to  the  chit-chat  in  the  tower  of  Babel. ~] — 
Two  thousand :  two  thousand  guineas !  two  thousand 
five  hundred  !  two  thousand  seven  hundred. 
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Auctioneer — Patience,  Gem-men,  patience  I  beseech 
ye ;  do,  worthy  Sirs,  curb  your  ZEAL  in  the  good  cause 
for  a  few  moments  longer. 

{Here  all  the  Black  Gents,  although  panting  and 
almost  out  t\f  breath  with  impatient  ZEAL,  try  to  sit 
down  and  curb  their  love  of  THEIR  God.] 
Auctioneer — You  see,  Gem-men,  this  is  the  average 
income  which  is  gathered  off  the  laborious  industry  of 
the  poor,  who  in  consequence  of  it  and  other  exactions, 
cannot  afford  themselves  a  grain  of  salt  to  their  poreens  ; 
but,  Gem-men,  that  is  so  much  the  better;  it  places 
a  greater  chasm  between  the  low  rascals  and  yourselves 
who  are  accustomed  to  ease,  luxury,  and  an  exclusive 
and  dignified  demeanour.  Besides,  Gem-men,  it  is  not 
your  own  flocks  you  injure  by  these  exactions  and  this 
tax  on  industry ;  it  is  in  the  main,  the  flocks  of  other 
pastors,  which  flocks  being  so  stubborn  and  stiff-necked 
as  not  to  listen  to  your  honeyed  words  and  profit  by 
your  disinterested  practices !  deserve  richly  to  receive 
such  chastisement  at  your  hands,  as  they  do. 

Omnes  Black  Gents — Yes !  the  blind  and  benighted 
slaves,  they  do  ! 

Auctioneer — Then,  Gem-men,  as  to  the  duties  re-, 
quired  of  you  in  this  "  CURE  OF  SOULS,''  they  are,  in 
truth,  not  worth  mentioning.  I  assure  you,  Gem-men, 
for  two  or  three  centuries  there  has  not,  at  any  one 
time,  been  seen  more  than  ten  parishioners'  souls  to  be 
cured  by  the  Incumbrance — I  beg  pardon,  Gem-men, 
the  Incumbent,  I  mean — of  "  SIMONY  HALL."  Most 
of  your  time  may  be  occupied,  Gem- men,  in  fox-hunting 
and  fornication,  gambling  and  horse-jockeying,  ca- 
rousing and  punishing  the  natives.  Yes,  Gem-men,  if 
you  can  get  some  half-pay  relative  appointed  J.  P.  in 
your  neighbourhood,  you  may  cite  the  whole .  district 
before  him,  and  right  or  wrong,  be  sure  of  your  cause. 
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Omnes  Black  Gents — Oh  what  a  paradise  "  SIMONY 
HALL"  must  be  ! 

Auctioneer — Now,  Gem-men,  having  enumerated  only 
about  a  tithe  of  the  perfections  of  "  SIMONY  HALL/'  I 
am  ready  to  go  on  with  the  bidding. 

First  Black  Gent— Three  thousand  ! 

Second  Black  Gent — Three  thousand  guineas  ! 

Auctioneer— Three  thousand  guineas,  Gem-men,  is 
the  bidding  for  this  beautiful  "  CURB  OF  SOULS" — not 
half  its  value,  Gem-men*— going,  Gem-men,  going — •• 

Third  Black  Gent— Three-five  ! 

Auctioneer — Three-five,  is  the  bidding,  Gem-men  j 
three-five — any  more  bidders  after  three-five  :  a  "  CURE 
OF  SOULS"  going  dog  cheap,  Gem -men. 

Fourth  Black  Gent — Four  thousand  ! 

Auctioneer — Four  thousand  bid,  Gem-men ;  fifteen 
hundred  a  year  going  for  less  than  three  years'  pur- 
chase ! 

Fifth  Black  Gent — Four  thousand  five  hundred  ! 

Auctioneer — Four-five,  Gem-men;  any  more  after 
four-five  ?  Going,  Gem-men,  at  four-five ;  going,  going — 

[Here  a  Parish  Clerk  leads  in  a  paraletic  old  Black 
Gent,  who  is  blind  and  a  cripple,  but  the  Clerk  bears 
aloft  a  great  money  Lag  and  roars  out  five  thou- 
sand !} 

Auctioneer — Five  thousand  bid,  Gem-men ;  any  more, 
any  more,  Gem-men  \  going,  going,  going  $  no  more, 
Gem-men  ;  gone  !  [Knocked  down  to  the  blind  cripple~\ . 

Auctioneer  [aside  to  the  other  Black  Gents,  who  rise 
from  their  seats  in  great  dejection] — Never  mind,  Gem- 
men,  will  have  more  chances;  don't  fret  for  what's 
lost — let  the  blind  lead  the  blind. — [Winking  hard  to  the 
old  cripple'] . 

Parish  Clerk — Here's  the  money  [laying  down  Jive 
thousand'] . 

Auctioneer— Very  well — you'll  be  able,  Mr.  Clerk,  to 
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prove  that  it  was  you  bought  this  Cure  of  Souls,  and 
of  course  you  may  bestow  it  on  your  master ;  you  will 
also  swear  he  did  not  see  the  transaction,  or  know  any 
thing  of  it  ? 

Parish  Clerk — To  be  sure  I  will !  poor  old  Gent,  sure 
he  didn't  see  a  wink  these  twenty  years,  and  hasn't 
had  an  ounce  of  knowledge  or  sense  since  the  last 
paraletic  stroke  he  got. 

Auctioneer — Very  good,  very  good,  that's  all  legal: 
this  is  the  way  we  arrange  these  matters.  Come  till  I 
get  the  deed  completed. 

[Exeunt  omnes.] 


THE 

TIT    BIT; 


OR,  THE 


DELIGHTS  OF  A  TRANSMIGRATION  OF  SOULS. 


By  the  rood !  no  bowels  for  compassion 
Can  that  sensual  monster  have,  who  gorges 
On  th'  product  of  his  fellow-creatures'  toil 
Till  in  those  bowels  he  hath  left  no  room 
For  pure  etherial  pity.    Th'  charnel  house 
Within  him,  would  defile  chaste  Charity. 
And,  as  a  beast  he  lives,  so  will  he  die, 
His  last  word  envying  th'  brute's  enjoyments. 

THE  VAMPIRE  OF  THE  POOR. 


THE 


TIT    BIT. 


IT  is  said  there  are  fat  Benefices  and  tit  bits  in  the 
Green  Island ;  but  the  following  account  given  by  a  re- 
cent writer,  an  A.  B.,  if  it  may  be  believed,  proves  that 
there  are  greedy  lovers  of  those  good  things  there  too  : 

"  I  was  travelling/'  quoth  he,  "  through  the  interior, 
on  a  fine  summer's  day,  running  over  in  my  *  mind's 
eye'  the  long  catalogue  of  Parsonages  and  Sees  which, 
in  my  native  country,  serve  like  light-houses  to  fix  the 
attention  and  incite  to  pious  pursuits  the  wandering 
steps  of  unbeneficed  Bachelors  of  Arts,  and  I  began  to 
sigh  for  the  gleaming  mitres  and  golden  sheen  of  my 
devotional  attachments  at  home,  when  I  arrived  at  a 
neat  town  not  an  hundred  miles  from  the  metropolis  of 
the  Green  Island.  I  was  so  struck  with  the  pleasant 
appearance  of  this  town,  that  I  determined  to  sojourn 
within  its  walls  for  a  week  or  two,  for  the  purpose  of 
studying  the  genius  of  the  Islanders  with  satisfaction. 
I  procured  lodgings  in  the  house  of  one  Caleb  Quotern, 
a  Tonsurator,  Pulpit  Contradictor,  and  Session  Facto- 
tum. Here  I  was  in  the  very  dictionary  of  local  expla- 
nation, and  had  but  to  turn  over  a  page  of  Caleb's 
hobby  primer,  or  his  wife's  click-clack  e  reading-made- 
easy,'  to  obtain  all  the  information  I  could  possibly  re- 
quire. I  had,  for  the  first  two  or  three  days  of  my  abode 
there,  noticed  a  great  bloated  porpoise  of  a  creature  oc- 
casionally passing  my  windows.  It  looked  very  sleek, 
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was  dressed  in  black,  and  had  on  its  head  a  blunt-cor- 
nered hat  looped  at  the  sides.     '  What  in  the  iictine  of 
wonder/   quoth  I  to   Mrs.  Click-clack,  e  what  sort  of 
beast  is  that  which  I  have  seen    so  often  passing  my 
windows  ?'  6  That/  quoth  she,  c  is  one  of  the  Beasts  of 
the  Revelations/     She  might  as  well  have  been  talking 
c  thirty-nine  articles  to  me*  for  any  sense  I  could  pick 
out  of  the  matter.     Indeed  she  was  sharp  enough  to 
see  at  a  glance  that  I  was  as  much  at  fault  as  if  she  had 
required  of  me  to  understand  by  intuition  the  '  Esta- 
blished* Homilies ;  for,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff  as  she 
threw  back  her  head  and  pursed  up  her  mouth,  and 
then   clapping    her    elbows   a-kimbo,   she    exclaimed, 
*  Where,  silly  Bachelor  of  Arts,  did  you  come  from,  that 
you  do  not  know  the  Beasts  of  the  Revelations  by  their 
marks?'  'Good  Madam,'  ejaculated  I  in  as  hypocritical 
a  tone  as  I  thought  suitable  to  the  occasion,  f  I  came 
from  the  blessed  Island  of  Saints,  where  the  righteous 
TASK  MASTERS  have  such  fine  times  of  it,  that   they 
spend  their  time  devouring  beasts  instead  of  philoso- 
phising on  the  matter.'     e  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,'  cried  she, 
'  what  you  imagine  to  be  a  great  porpoise  here  is  very 
much  of  the  same  species — he  is  one  of  the  Magicians 
of  the  Island,  and  besides  is  a  sovereign  amongst  us> 
that  is,  of  our  town/     '  Tell  me  I  beseech  you,  dear 
Madam,'  quoth  I,  '  what  are  the  creature's  habits,  &c, 
&c.  &c.  ?'  Here  the  good  dame  sat  down  in  her  arm 
chair,  and  laying  the  fore-finger  of  her  right  hand  on 
my  arm  as  I  seated  myself  beside  her,  she  began  her 
singular  account  of  this  very  capacious  porpoise  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  This  person  you  call  a  porpoise,  Sir,  is  no  less  a 
personage  than  his  Worshipful  Reverence  the  Mayor  of 
the  Town  and  head  Magician  of  the  Parish.  The  reason 
why  he  appears  so  overgrown  and  bloated  is,  because 
he  is  an  animal  whose  stomach  is  almost  as  vast  and 
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insatiable  as  bottomless  sluggeeliagh,  yet  he  contrives  to 
fill  it  by  his  unceasing  assiduity.     Take  an  instance  of 
one  day's  feeding.     His  Reverence  gets  up  to  begin  the 
destruction  of  this  world's  temptations,  the  good  things, 
at  six  o'clock   in  the   morning.     On   rising   from   his 
knees,    upon   which   he    had    been    supplicating   the 
Deities  of  the  Cornucopia,  he  orders   the  cook   to   put 
down  a  pot  of  potatoes  and  to  call   him  in  as  soon  as 
they  shall  have  been  boiled.     The  maid  does  as  she  is 
desired,  and   in   half  an  hour  summons  the  master  to 
the  kitchen  fire  where  she  has  a  couple  of  stools  placed, 
upon  one  of  which  a  neat  white  napkin  is  spread  sur- 
mounted by  a  large  wooden  bowl  full  of  smoaking  po- 
tatoes, laughing  almost  out  of  their  skins  in  his  wor- 
ship's face.     A  capacious  basin  of  butter-milk  stands 
quiescent  on  the  same  stool.     His  Reverence  sits  down 
with  a  grave  and  becoming   air   on   the  second   stool, 
tucks  up  his  sleeves,  and  pays  his  respects  so  ardently 
to  the  tempting  fare  that  in  five  minutes    the  murphies 
are  stripped  of  their  coats,  and  the  little  laughing  ba- 
bies at  the  bottom  of  the  blue-service  basin-  begin   to 
get   a   glimpse  of  the  new  light.      His   Reverence    at 
length  stands  up,  and  taking  his  blunt-cornered  hat  off 
the  dresser,  remarks  very  sagaciously,  patting  his  now 
unwrinkled  vest,  that  '  it  is  an  excellent  thing  to  lay 
in  a  substantial  foundation  for  keeping  the  wind  out  of 
the  stomach.'     He  then  steps  into  the  garden,  and  after 
a  few  turns  round  the  gravel  walks,  orders  his   pony, 
and  rides  round  the  corn  fields  of  the  parish  to  calcu- 
late his  growing  tenths ;  however,  he  takes  good  care 
to  be  back  by  eight  o'clock,  at  which  hour   the   hasty- 
pudding  or   stirabout   is  usually  ready  for  the  servants' 
breakfast.     (  Bring   me  a   dish  of  it   to   the   parlour,' 
cries  his  Reverence  to   the  cook  as  he  passes  through 
the  kitchen,  '  for  I  find  my  ride  has  given  me  an  ap- 
petite.'   The  maid  takes  down  the  sirloin- dish,  empties 


126  THE  TIT  BIT. 

half  the  contents  of  the  stirabout  pot  on  it,  and  spread* 
ing  a  napkin  on  the  tea-tray,  places  the  steaming  dish 
in  the  centre,  a  plate  of  butter  at  one  side  of  the  dish, 
a  bowl  of  cream  on  the  other,  and  follows  her  master 
up  to  the  parlour.  His  Reverence  without  loss  of  time 
applies  himself  with  great  industry  and  diligence  to 
the  clearing  away  of  all  obstacles  to  his  clear  view  of 
the  steeples  and  churches  that  adorn  the  bottom  of 
the  blue  dish — for  they  are  the  day  stars  of  his  idolatry— •• 
at  the  same  time  rescuing  from  drowning  the  little 
smiling  baby  so  nicely  pictured  in  the  bottom  of  the 
china  bowl.  When  all  is  clear,  he  rings  the  bell — r 
Betty  appears : — '  here  Betty,'  cries  his  Reverence, 
scarcely  able  to  speak  with  the  fatigue  of  his  labours, 
( take  these  things  away  and  tell  that  poor  woman  and 
her  brats  outside  the  window,  that  there  is  nothing  left 
for  them/ 

The  newspaper  arrives,  and  politics  feed  his  Worship's 
intellects  a  full  hour ;  but  a  newspaper  can't  last  for 
ever,  and  by  ten  o'clock  the  last  line  of  the  broad  sheet 
has  been  read  and  digested  two  or  three  times  over 
when  the  mistress  makes  her  appearance,  salutes  his 
Reverence  with  a  dignified  toss  of  her  head,  and  rings 
the  bell  for  breakfast.  Every  thing  looks  comfortable 
and  neat ;  the  whole  family  soon  assemble ;  and  his 
Reverence  tucks  a  napkin  under  his  chin  for  a  fresh 
attack.  Presently,  Betty,  who  knows  her  master's  ca 
pacity  to  a  T,  enters  and  places  before  him  a  couple  of 
rounds  of  buttered  toast,  a  soup-plate  full  of  eggs,  a 
cold  fowl,  and  anon,  his  daughter  hands  him  a  slop 
bowl  full  of  tea  by  way  of  a  refreshing  go-down.  As 
soon  as  these  are  discussed  his  Reverence  rises  from 
table,  remarking  that  c  a  cup  of  tea  is  a  refreshing  be- 
verage.* He  then  takes  his  hat  from  its  peg  in  the 
hall,  orders  out  his  pony,  and  rides  off  very  leisurely  to 
see  how  his  religious  farms  and  glebe-lands  go  on.  The 
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house  remains  very  quiet  till  twelve  o'clock,  at  which 
hour  his  Reverence  returns,  roaring  out  like  a  famished 
lion  for  some  cold  meat :  the  maid  runs  up  stairs  with 
a  cold  shoulder  of  mutton,  and  before  she  could  have 
time  to  say  '  Jack  Robinson/  his  Reverence  hands  her 
hack  the  bones  stripped  of  their  very  grizzle.  f  Let  us 
have  dinner  at  four/  cries  his  Reverence,  wiping  his 
mouth  with  the  napkin  and  looking  as  pleasant  as  a 
'  labourer  in  the  vineyard*  after  getting  a  presentation. 

One  day,  after  his  Reverend  Worship  had  gone  through 
these  preliminary  preparations,  he  sat  himself  down  in 
Court  to  hear  and  decide  the  petty  quarrels  of  his  neigh- 
bours in  his  worshipful  capacity  of  J.  P.,  which  he  had 
nearly  all  dispatched  by  three  o'clock,  when  a  sudden 
rush  was  heard,  and  the  town-bailiff  forced  his  way  into 
his  Reverence's  presence,  bareheaded,  and  his  hair  '  like 
quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine/  a  knife  and  fork 
reared  on  high  in  either  hand,  and  the  poor  fellow 
nearly  as  much  out  of  breath  as  if  he  had  escaped  from 
a  house  on  fire — '  Your  Worship!  your  Worship  !'  stam- 
mered out  the  little  town-bailiff—'  I  want  a  summons/ 

His  Reverend  Worship — For  whom  ?  [adding  in  a 
compassionate  tone]  did  you  lose  your  dinner  ? 

Town-Bailijf—Q\\  yes,  Oh  yes,  your  honor,  I  did.  Oh, 
I'm  sure  your  Worship  saw  the  beautiful  prize  veal  calf 
in  the  shambles  to  day  ? 

His  Reverend  Worship — See  it !  to  be  sure  I  did,  and 
bought  a  glorious  loin  of  it  into  the  bargain. 

Town-Bailiff — Well,  your  Worship,  I  asked  a  friend 
to  dinner,  and  bought  a  fillet  of  the  veal :  Mary  had  it 
stuffed  and  roasted,  ready  dished  and  frothing  at  the 
fire — as  nice  and  brown  and  sweet  a  bit  as  ever  your 
honor  stuck  a  tooth  in. 

His  Reverend  Worship  [licking  his  lips'] — I'm  mon- 
strous fond  of  a  fillet  of  veal ! 

Toivn-Sailiff^-lt  was  laid  on  the  tripod  opposite  the 
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kitchen  fire,  and  we  were  all  sitting  at  table,  with  our 
knives  and  forks  in  our  hands  waiting  most  impatiently — 
when  Barney-a-puckawn's  dog  stole  into  the  kitchen 
and  whipped  away  the  beautiful  fillet  of  veal  body  and 
sleeves,  without  being  seen  by  any  body  till  out  of 
sight  with  it ! 

His  Reverend  Worship  [patting  his  stomach  ivith  both 
hands']— Oh  !  oh  !  I  WISH  I  WAS  THE  DOG  ! 

But  talk  of  a  certain  person  and  he's  sure  to  appear, 
for  the  moment  Mrs.  Click-clack  had  got  thus  far,  who 
should  pop  his  head  in  over  the  hatch  of  the  shopdoor, 
but  the  very  porpoise  she  had  been  describing — CI 

want  to  be  shaved — can  you  do  it,  Mrs.  C ?'  quoth 

the  unwieldy  creature — c  Indeed,  Sir,  she  can,'  quoth  I, 
rising,  and  bowing  as  I  retired,  '  she  has.  been  shaving 
you  to  a  hair  for  the  last  half  hour  !' '• 

[HERE  ENDETII  THE  THIRD  LESSON.] 
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THE  SIAMESE  TWINS. 


[By  the  Author  of  "  The  Devil's  Shooting  Excursion"  and 
11  The  Fate  of  the  Frog."] 


Both  men  of  such  taste,  their  opinions  are  taken 
From  an  ortolan  down  to  a  rasher  of  bacon  1 

ANSTBY'S  BATH  GUIDE, 


THE   SIAMESE  TWINS. 


FROM  SIAM,  late,  as  all  folk  know, 
There  came  a  very  monstrous  show ; 
Two  bodies  joined  in  one  were  seen, 
With  callous  ligature  between  : 
But  few  have  heard  the  sober  truth, — 
The  history  of  their  birth  and  youth. 

Their  sire  was  one  HARRY  KING, — 

A  sort  of  Siam  "  CAPTAIN  SWING," — 

Who  ruled  the  land  with  great  eclat, 

By  means  of  what  is  called  "  club  law." 

With  th*  PARISH  PRIEST  he  lived  in  strife, 

And  to  flout  him  sought  a  second  wife  : — 

The  lady  did  not  relish  this, 

She'd  small  care  for  connubial  bliss  ; 

(At  least  such  bliss,  as  this  same  HARRY 

Prepared  for  dames  who  would  him  marry  ;) 

But  said,  lest  he  might  too  much  pine 

"  She'd  be  a  while  his  concubine !" 

He  was  a  hurley,  pertly  fellow, 

And  she  a  Belle,  though  somewhat  yelloiv  : 

Her  maiden  name  was  AMOR-NUMMI  ; 

Though  by  it  how  indeed  she'd  come,  I 

Cannot  well  say. — PALM-ITCH  they  name  her 

In  England. — Now  the  Lady  SEYMOUR 

His  lawful  wife  was  at  this  crisis ; — 

But  what  care  KINGS  for  vulgar  vices  ! — 
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They  don't  indeed,  nor  does  it  matter  : — 

The  scandal  made  a  monst'rous  clatter, 

And  in  due  time  produced  its  fruits  : — 

A  Prodigy  !  'mongst  men  or  brutes 

Ne'er  seen  before  :  together  tied, 

TWIN  BABES  were  born  side  by  side, 

Who  could  not  part :  inseparable, 

Alike  they  fared  at  bed  or  table ; — 

They  laughed,  they  sighed,  they  wept  together  ; — 

Were  tickled  by  the  self  same  feather  ; 

Conceived  themselves  in  equal  danger 

From  awkward  friend  or  wicked  stranger ; 

*Monkswort  tea  they  swallowed  up 

(They  hated  Po/?,t)  from  the  same  cup  ; 

And  on  their  birth-day,  in  th'  afternoon, 

Supped  sop  from  th'  exact  same  wooden  spoon  :. 

Such  was  the  monst'rous  double  twin, 

Of  PALM-ITCH  born  and  HARRY  KING  ! 

Now  HARRY  KING,  though  heathen  Knight, 

Prepared  that  tragicomic  rite, 

That  nurse-delighting  sort  of  thing, 

Which  Christians  call  a  christening  : 

To  aid  in  this  and  dub  the  babies, 

He  brought  the  Chief  Priest  of  th'  Arabics. 

A  doughty  dervish,  proud  and  pursy 

Ready,  if  vexed,  to  damn  and  curse  ye ! 

Whose  thoughts  were  fixed  like  ^MAHOM'S  tomb 

Midway  twixt  earth  and  kingdom  come. 

*  POLYHYMNIA  aurala  gigans  (Liw.)  vulg.  MONKSWORT,  a  plant 
whose  essential  oil  was  very  much  sought  after  in  England  about  the 
year  1540,  for  restoring  wasted  constitutions. 

t  Melius  PAPE. 

J  MAHOMET'S  TOMB  at  Mecca  in  Arabia,  is  suspended  iu  the  air  at 
a  short  distance  from  the  earth. 
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"  Last  night,"  said  he,  "  in  prayer  I  spent, 
"  To  know  what  gracious  Heaven  meant 
"  In  sending  us  this  double  wonder, 
"  'Twere  sacrilege  to  cut  in  sunder. 
"  Their  names  writ  full  I  saw  in  vision, 
"  The  letters  in  juxta-position, — 

"  'Twas  CH CH  AND  ST TE,  I  do  assure  ye, 

"  I,  therefore,  solemnly  conjure  ye, 

"  SIR  HARRY,  though  the  thing's  a  monster, 

"  Not  to  let  t'other  from  the  one  stir ; 

"  And  thus  fulfil  the  word  of  Fate, 

"  Naming  this  CH CH,  and  this  one  ST TE. 

"  And  may  they  thrive,  grow  strait  and  tall, 
<c  Like  double  cherries  on  a  wall ! 

"  Or  when  CH en  chuckles,  ST TE  to  him 

"  Cry,  '  Brother,  how  we  apples  swim  !' 

"  Doubtless  they  will,  for  at  first  sight 

"  I  see  they've  got  good  appetite  ; 

ee  And  can  as  well  already  suck, 

"  AS*VAMPIRE  BEETLE,  or  THE  PUCK  !"f 

Thus  named  they  grew  up  side  by  side : 
It  fell  at  length,  their  sire  died; 
And  they  were  left,  both  young  and  lusty, 
To  uncles,  aunts,  and  many  a  trustee. 
These  failed,  and  left  their  wards  to  go 
To  England  :  there  become  a  show, 
(Folks  say)  by  it  they're  making  wealth. 
The  clime  howe'er  don't  suit  their  health  : 


*  The  VAMPIRE  BAT  or  BEETLE  is  a  native  of  South  America,  and 
said  to  be  the  origin  of  that  singular  superstition  :  it  is  fond  of  sucfa'ng- 
blood  from  the  veins  of  sleeping  persons. 

t  The  readers  of  Shakspeare  need  scarce  be  reminded  of  PUCK'S 
dexterity  at  the  milking  or  sucking  system.  His  feats  in  that  way  are 
not  unknown  in  IRELAND. 
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ST — TE  of  a  qualm  doth  much  complain, 

And  a  great  iveakness  o'er  his  rein  ;* 

The  air  so  sharp  withal  and  keen, 

Has  touched  already  Ch — ch's  spleen ; 

An  inward  ulcer's  apprehended, 

And  people  fear  it  can't  be  mended  : 

But  go : — You'll  see  them  linked  together 

With  several  strange  tough  strings  of  leather ; 

(Or  parchment  rather) — platted  strong 

Into  one  rope  :  and  all  along 

This  curious  manifold  calf-skin  fetter, 

The  words  "  Law !  Law  !"  in  rubric  letter 

Are  printed  deep.     Astonished  at  it, 

Should  you  demand  (you  foolish  fat-head  !) 

"  Youths  !  why  this  thick,  unmeaning  bond  ? — 

"  Why  don't  you  cut  it  and  be  free  ?" — 

They  answer,  "  Of  this  tie  we're  fond; 

"  Besides  tis  LAW,  as  you  may  see. 

"  No,  no  ; — good  Sir  : — to  use  the  knife 

"  Would  quickly  leave  us  without  life ; 

"  So  we  will  kick  and  yell  and  bite 

"  At  any  who  will  dare  t'untie't ; 

"  And  if  we  fall,  we'll  fall  together 

"  With  our  dear  sacred  strap  of  leather  !" 

Ah  !  youths,  I  fear  ye  must  prepare, 

For  there's  a  DOCTOR,!  who  doth  swear, 

The  good  of  the  "  UNITED  NATION" 

Calls  loudly  for  this  operation. 

And  bless  my  soul !  but  here  he  comes  ! — 

Now  hapless  TWINS,  go  "  suck  your  thumbs" 

And  muster  every  sob  to  soften 

This  DOCTOR,  as  you've  done  so  often  : — 

*  A  friend  who  is  as  curiously  fastidious  about  spelling  as  WALTER 
SAVAGE  LANDOH  himself,  has  suggested  that  this  ought  to  be  spelt  reign, 
f  He  professes  also  to  be  SCHOOL-MASTER. 
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I  fear  this  time  he'll  prove  hard  hearted, 
And  that  ye  must,  alas  !  be  parted. — 

At  this  the  TWINS  wax  pale  and  tremble, 

By  turns  weep,  laugh,  talk,  pray,  dissemble  : 

"  Come,"  saith  the  DOCTOR,  "  don't  be  daunted, 

"  Nor  with  unmeaning  terrors  haunted  ; 

"  I  promise  you,  you'll  scarcely  feel 

"  This  pretty  little  toy  of  steel ; 

"  Why  hang  it,  there's  no  more  of  blood 

"  In  that  same  sfrap,  than  if  'twere  wood !" 

"  Mercy  !  dear  Doctor ;"  ST — TE  replies, — 

"  Stop  !  or  we'll  fill  the  earth  with  cries  :"— 

"  Ah  !  spare  :" — says  CH — en  in  accents  hollow  :~ 

"  I  say  no  drop  of  blood  shall  follow  :" 
Returns  the  DOCTOR,  "  Blood  and  thunder  ! 
"  Ye'li  be  much  better  cut  in  sunder : — 
"  Ye  won't  believe  ? — Ah  !  stubborn  brace, 
"  Must  I  then  tell  you  to  your  face 
"  Your  wretched  fate  ? — Ye  both  will  perish  : — 
"  That  paltry  strap  ye  so  much  cherish, 
"  Will  be  the  cause  :  that  gangrene  dread 
"  Which  lurks  in  CH — CH'S  spleen  will  spread, 
"  And  he  will  die ;  and  thou'lt  be  tied, 
"  ST — TE,  to  his  stiff  dead  body's  side  ! 
"  I  need  not  add,  so  vile  a  load 
"  Will  soon  dispatch  you  the  same  road  : — 
"  But  if  /  cut  this  bad  connexion, 
"  CH — CH  can  then  come  'neath  my  protection^ 
"  And  happ'ly  by  good  use  of  knife, 
"  I  may  in  time  preserve  his  life :     , 
*f  The  gangrene  root  by  root  may  sever, 
'  And  make  him  good  and  sound  as  ever !" 
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The  TWINS  here  beg  for  a  long  day, 
To  think  on  what  they'd  heard  him  say  ; 
And  he, — (a  most  good  natured  man ) 
Agrees  at  once  to  this  their  plan  : 
Willing  to  win  them  without  rout 
To  eke  their  own  salvation  out. — • 

But  what  they  did  or  how  they  reckoned, 

You'll  find  in  "  Tn'  HORN  BOOK/'  Part  the  Second. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


In  bringing  the  FIRST  PART  OF  THE  PARSON'S  HORN 
BOOK  to  a  close,  we  seize  this  opportunity  of  requesting 
hints  and  information  from  our  readers  concerning  such 
abuses  in  the  Church,  whether  local  or  general,  as  we 
may  with  propriety  introduce  in  PART  THE  SECOND. 
Our  readers  will  perceive,  from  the  number  and  excellency 
of  the  plates  attached  to  the  FIRST  PART,  that  we  give 
it  as  nearly  as  possible  at  first  cost :  it  will,  therefore, 
he  obvious,  that,  under  such  circumstances,  we  must  expect 
all  communications  to  be  post  paid.  The  direction  of 
Letters  to  be  sent  us  through  the  Post-Office  should  be, 

The  Editors  of  the  Comet, 

10,  D'OUer- Street, 

Dublin. 


ERRATA. 

In  page  4,  note  E,  ninth  line  from  bottom,  for  "  £\QQ  annually,  per  soul,"  read 
"  £150  annually,  per  soul." 
Page  90,  last  line,  for  "  Exit  omnes,"  read  "  Exeunt  omnes." 
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